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commercial crisis that then existed all over the 

world, partly to over-issues by the banks, and partly 
to reckless extravagance on the part of the Govern- 

ment, which borrowed lavishly from the banks to 

build railways and encourage immigration. Messrs. 

De Murrieta and the Messrs. Baring had, however, 

inexhaustible faith in the future of the Republic. 

They believed that all that was necessary to restore 

prosperity was to lend freely to it, and therefore 

they continued bringing out loans and com- 
panies year after year. Their great prestige enabled 
them for a long time to place those issues 
with the public; but at last even they failed 
to attract investors, and it was then found that 
the seeming prosperity of the Republic was entirely 
fictitious—was the result, in fact, of the lavish 
way in which European money was poured into 
it, fostering speculation, and keeping up works 
which really were not required. From the beginning 
of 1882 the Messrs. De Murrieta have brought out 
in London about 21 millions sterling of loans and 
companies. As no statement of their affairs has 
been published, it is impossible, of course, to say 
how much of this vast mass of new securities they 
took themselves ; but probably, like Messrs. Baring 
Brothers, they were compelled to pay for some at 
least of what investors would not take up. In addition 
they guaranteed railway contractors; and, as their 
business extended to other South American coun- 
tries and to the Continent, they were involved 
in large transactions elsewhere, sometimes giving 
onerous guarantees. While the Messrs. Murrieta 
were thus engaged year after year in bringing out 
Argentine loans and companies, several other great 
houses here and upon the Continent were actively 
competing with them. For the time being, the ease 
with which money was raised in Europe enabled the 
National and Provincial Governments to spend reck- 
lessly, and it also put it in the power of railway 
and other industrial companies to open up new 
districts with little regard to the capability of those 
districts or the possibility of attracting sufficient 
numbers of immigrants. Prices rose exorbitantly, 
and the wildest schemes were readily accepted. At 
length the European investing public became alarmed, 
and then rumour began to busy itself with the name 
of Messrs. De Murrieta. Their bills were looked 
upon with distrust, and to protect themselves 
from the consequences they had to take up very 
large amounts of them. Still, they were able to 
weather the Baring crisis; and it is said that at that 
time they laid before the Governor of the Bank of 
England a statement showing that they were not 
merely solvent, but had a large surplus over all their 
liabilities. Nevertheless, the distrust continued, 
rumours were again circulated respecting them, and 
about three months ago they found it expedient to 
convert their business into a limited liability company, 
issuing debentures at the same time for a million 
sterling. It was hoped that they had thus been 
put out of the reach of danger; but fresh difficulties 
arose, and once more they had to enter into negotia- 
tions for further assistance. As yet it is not settled 
whether the assistance will be given. The accounts 
of the house have been submitted to an account- 
ant, and perhaps some days more may have to 
pass before the final decision is arrived at. But, 
as already stated, it is believed that whatever ma 

happen the general public will not be affected. The 
fresh difficulties apparently have been caused by 
the increased severity of the crisis in the Argentine 
Republic. Money which ought to have been remitted 
from thence to London has not been received, and at 
the same time the railway contractors and others 
guaranteed by Messrs. De Murrieta have insisted 
upon the guarantees being fulfilled. Furthermore, 


loans which had been obtained some time ago have 
had to be renewed at high rates of interest. 
Had all the calculations of the Messrs. De Murrieta 
been realised, money enough would have been forth- 
coming to pay off, if not the whole, at least a con- 
siderable proportion of the loans, and their position 
thereby would have been secured ; but as the money 
has not been forthcoming, and the loans have had to 
be renewed on disadvantageous terms, the difficulties 
of the house have grown greater. 

The excellence of Messrs. De Murrieta’s credit in 
reality has brought them to their present pass. They 
stood so high in the City, and the belief was so 
general that their wealth was almost boundless, that 
they were able to raise as much money as might be 
required for any transaction whatsoever on exceed- 
ingly favourable terms. Thinking that their credit 
could not be shaken, and that whatever might 
happen they would still be able to get any accommo- 
dation they might require, they increased their 
engagements, apparently without sufficient care. 
When the South American crisis came, the splen- 
did credit upon which they had speculated too far 
gave way. People began to fear that their bills 
might not be met at maturity. Bill-brokers and 
discount houses did not take them therefore as 
freely as they previously had done, and once this 
became known, alarm spread and their credit 
suffered more. The house then, to save itself, was 
obliged to pay for those bills before they were really 
due, and in so doing it lessened its resources. Then 
capitalists who had money on deposit with it began 
to call in their deposits, and thereby the house was 
still further crippled. It became evident that if all 
the depositors called in their money the house must 
be ruined. Had Messrs. De Murrieta recognised all 
this in time, and applied for assistance at the same 
time as Messrs. Baring Brothers, it is probable that 
the help would have been given and the crisis 
tided over. They were confident, however, 
in their own ability to deal with their 
own affairs, and they put off making application 
until their difficulties still further magnified. Even 
when, at last, they turned their business into a 
limited liability company, and raised money on 
debentures, they added to their former mistakes by 
still under-estimating their liabilities. One would 
have thought that they would have taken the pre- 
caution to get as much money as could be re- 
quired under the most unfavourable circumstances. 
Had they done so, they would have been perfectly 
safe, whatever might have happened, and they could 
afterwards have paid off the unnecessary amount 
raised. But, with the over-confidence they have 
shown throughout in their credit and resources, they 
did not raise enough, and thus in only three months 
they have found themselves once more iin a strait- 
ened position. Happily, the time over which the 
crisis has lasted has been so long that the liabilities 
of the house to the public have been now reduced 
so much that the matter has ceased, as we have 
said, to be of much importance. But still the mis- 
takes committed have protracted the crisis through 
which the country is passing, and have kept alive 
anxiety and distrust. 


CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


XCEPT for the clouds which are again beginning 

to gather on all sides around the Turkish 
Empire, Continental politics this week are not 
of absorbing interest. The visit of the Emperor 
of Austria and of the English Fleet to Fiume is, of 
course, a fresh proof to many minds that the Triple 
Alliance is quadruple ; the approaching visit of the 
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German Emperor to England, and the reported 
summoning of Lord Dufferin from Rome during his 
stay,is another perhaps more cogent; while the Italian 
Government has definitely interdicted the public 
meetings which the Extreme Left were preparing 
to hold to protest against its renewal. The German 
Emperor, too, in closing the Prussian Landtag— 
which has nothing to do with foreign politics— 
has gone out of his way to assure the world that 
the peace of Europe is not likely to be troubled, and 
that it is his constant solicitude to maintain it. But 
the disturbance, when it comes, will probably come 
from an unexpected quarter; and there are signs at 
present’ that it may arise in connection with new 
developments of the Eastern Question. 

Little is known at present of the revolt in Yemen, 
to which the Turkish newspapers, it is said, have been 
warned to make no allusion. But it is clear that the 
Porte has the greatest difficulty in coping with it. 
Troops have been called away who were protecting 
the workmen on a line of railway in construction 
in Asia Minor, from Angora to Ismidt, against pos- 
sible attack by brigands; money will have to be 
borrowed; and the insurgents have the most 
modern weapons, and have been troublesome be- 
fore. Now the organs of the war party in Greece 
have long been advocating an attack on Turkey; 
and the visit of M. Tricoupis to Belgrade indicates 
that the move may come sooner than is expected. 
M. Tricoupis has, of course, suffered a temporary 
eclipse, but it is not likely to be more; and his visit 
is held to indicate the conclusion of the Balkan 
Confederation described to-day by our Serbian cor- 
respondent—a league between Greece, Servia, and 
Montenegro, which eventually will include Bulgaria. 
At present, however, the feeling towards that 
country in Greece is the reverse of amicable; for Bul- 
garian troops, stationed near the southern frontier 
of Eastern Roumelia for the suppression of brigand 
age, are said to have actually crossed Mount Rhodope, 
and to have been in Macedonia for at least a month. 
Of course, in Greece and Servia this is taken as a 
proof that Bulgaria intends to be foremost in the 
scramble for Macedonia, as was indicated by her 
action last year in securing Bulgarian bishops 
for that country, and therefore the control of 
the education of the Greek population; and the 
news is probably the chief factor in drawing 
Greece closer to Servia and Montenegro. Moreover, 
complete anarchy prevails in Crete, and: the recent 
presence of the English fleet in Cretan waters has 
excited a Nationalist paper at Athens, the Ethniké, 
M. Rhallis’s organ—which apparently exists to in- 
flame Greece against Turkey—to charge the British 
Government with designs on the island. Indeed, a 
strong anti-English feeling is reported throughout 
Greece. With Greek feeling again aroused, justly or 
unjustly, with the Turkish Empire involved in fresh 
difficulties, and with Russian intrigue ready to 
stimulate action in Servia, it is not at all unlikely 
that the peace of Europe may be threatened in a 
way for which the Triple Alliance makes no pro- 
vision. 

Apart from these possibilities, there is little news 
of importance. In France, the discussion on the new 
tariff is proceeding somewhat more rapidly. Oil 
seeds, excepting poppy and colza, were exempted 
from duty on Saturday in the interest of the manu- 
facturers and the Port of Marseilles. On Saturday 
a surtax of 3 fr. on foreign .sugars was rejected. 
On Wednesday foreign beetroot sugar was 
subjected to a duty of 40 fr., and a duty was 
also imposed on foreign wood in the interest 
of French forestry. The result of the interpel- 
lation on the conduct of the Government in 
the mélinite case has not been altogether satis- 
factory. M. de Freycinet treated the question 
as one of confidence, and was supported by 338 
votes to 137. But he did not altogether reassure 
his audience as to the unimportance of the revela- 
tions. He urged—the Times correspondent has since 
done so more forcibly—that the value of a system of 


national defence lies not in isolated special features, 
but in its ensemble, and that other nations have so 
far completed their own systems as to be unable to 
copy much from the French. The danger of impairing 
the morale of the army by raising suspicions, which 
is much insisted on by the Government organs, seems 
to be already present. Rumours are flying about as 
to possible resignations of high officials and generals. 
The accused have appealed, and the appeal will be 
decided in about a fortnight. Serious riots have 
occurred at Bordeaux during the tramway strike, 
not, however, it would seem, from the action of the 
strikers, none of whom are among the 100 persons 
arrested. The Paris bakers are coming out on strike, 
and other trades may follow. 

The appearance of a new Conservative but non- 
monarchist group in the Chamber has probably been 
a leading provocative of the “ Association of Chris- 
tian France,’ which has just issued a manifesto 
chiefly directed against the military and educational 
system of the Republic. M. Chesnelong is president, 
and the Count de Mun is among its leading members. 
The platform contrasts oddly with the support given 
formerly by most of its members to Boulangism. 

M. Piou, the leader of the new group, was promi- 
nent in the debate on the proposals of the Brussels 
anti-slavery conference in the Chamber on Thursday. 
Though supported by the’ Government, they were 
rejected by 439 to 104, owing to sentimental objec- 
tions to the exercise of the right of search by foreign 
cruisers on vessels flying the French flag. 

The Dutch elections are now practically com- 
plete. The Liberals and Radicals number 57; the 
supporters of the Government, a divided body, 43. 
The single Socialist of the last Parliament is 
beaten by a Radical, and the Catholic leader by a 
Liberal. 

The German Emperor's speech, on closing the 
Prussian Landtag, besides its pacific assurances, con- 
tained a direct rejoinder to Prince Bismarck’s criti- 
cisms onthe new communal organisation of rural 
Prussia, which somewhat decreases the power of the 
great landowners in the eastern provinces, and a hint 
to the Roman Catholics, probably due to their attacks 
on the defunct school law, to be more moderate 
in their demands. The work of the Session 
has comprised communal reform; an income-tax 
law introducing a method of assessment somewhat 
similar to our own—the declaration, however, being 
made on oath; a partial settlement with the Roman 
Catholics, and a remarkable law giving compensation 
to agriculturists for damage done to their crops by 
game—the damage to be paid, not by the owner of 
the game, but by the other agriculturists whose crops 
the game has refrained from damaging on that 
occasion. The cultivators, in fact, divide their losses. 

The Bochum libel case terminated by the convic- 
tion of the two journalists accused. The evidence, 
however, showed that there was a considerable 
substratum of truth in their charges, and that the 
conduct of the income-tax assessment committee, 
which had turned so decidedly to the benefit of 
their political friends, had been extremely irregular, 
though, the court held, unintentionally so. The con- 
viction has been appealed against. But the side- 
issue which has become the main question — have 
forged Government stamps been affixed to the rails 
supplied to German railways by Herr Baare’s firm? 
—is as yet undecided. That stamps have been forged 
seems to be admitted. 

In Italy the campaign against the renewal of the 
Triple Alliance got up by the Extreme Left has 
received a severe check by the prohibition (under a 
law passed in Signor Crispi’s time) by the Minister 
of the Interior of all public meetings opposed to it, 
as tending to embarrass the country in its foreign 
relations. Ticket meetings will be permitted. An 
interpellation on the subject in the Chamber will 
probably be postponed to the end of the Session, 
perhaps shelved altogether. Still, the agitation is 
to proceed. A significant indication of the feeling 


of the country is given by the relative success of 
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the Roman Catholic candidates in the municipal 
elections at Rome on Sunday. Seven such candidates 
were returned out of eight nominated ; while only 
nine Liberals succeeded out of a list of twenty. All 
the former stood as hostile to the Triple Alliance. At 
Milan and Modena, too, the clerical vote has carried 
Moderates against Liberals in the municipal elections. 
The Italian deficit for the year has now been stated 
officially at nearly five millions and a half of francs, 
a considerable advance on the three millions at which 
it was estimated in February. Fresh economies of 
two millions are promised, and increased receipts are 
to cover the rest. 

The Emperor of Austria has had a brilliant re- 
ception at Fiume, alike from Italians, Hungarians 
and Croats, and has exchanged international cour- 
tesies with the English fleet, to which considerable 
significance is attached. 

The Kurds are troublesome near the Turko- 
Persian frontier and have kidnapped an English girl 
near Urumiah. 

The Argentine Congress has passed the “ Morator- 
ium” Bill,suspending for three months the payment of 
debts due in gold or silver, by a two-thirds majority 
over the President's veto. 

There is little fresh news from Chili. Details are 
published of the failure of the mediation proceedings, 
from which it appears that England and Germany 
tendered their good offices first, but President 
Balmaceda preferred to look to the three great 
Republics. The Congressionalist activity is clearly 
confined to the nitrate provinces, though desertions 
are said to’ be taking place among the Presidential 
troops. A reign of terror exists at Valparaiso and 
Santiago. The Presidential navy has made further 
demonstrations along the coast. A division of the 
Presidential army is said to be crossing the Andes, in 
twenty-two feet of snow, at a height of 13,000 feet 
—the greatest, surely, ever reached by an army— 
to escape the disarmament that awaits it on Argen- 
tine territory. 


THE ETIQUETTE OF PLUTOCRACY. 


M4; NORTH has many friends—what plutocrat 
pA has not ?—and some of them have taken Lord 
Coleridge to task for daring to use the language of 
reproof to a man of Mr. North’s riches. It is ad- 
mitted that the verdict in the case of “Cutler v. 
North” was sound, and that the direction to the 
jury was substantially just; but we are invited to 
sympathise with the helpless plutocrat who was 
bullied by the Bench. What has Mr. North done 
that he should have his wealth flung in his face? 
Why was he constantly reminded of his offensive 
possessions, as if a wealthy man were beyond the 
pale of decent society? This, and much more 
to the same effect, is probably in the mouths of 
Mr. North’s social circle, his steward, and his 
sporting secretary, and his understrappers of 
various degrees. The marble halls and gilded 
saloons at Eltham may resound with lamentations 
for the downtrodden master of millions who is 
forced to carry out his agreement with a beggarly 
architect, and who is even lectured on his manners 
by a mere Lord Chief Justice. But as several organs 
of public opinion have thought fit to regard Mr. 
North as an injured person who, for some trifling 
lapses of memory, has been compelled to pay more 
than he expected for a palace, and even the archi- 
tect’s commission, and to submit to some severe 
strictures from a judge, it may be asked in what 
respect Mr. North is entitled to sympathy. He isa 
successful speculator;but money alone does not endow 
aman with refinement, and with that consideration 
for the feelings of others which is commonly sup- 
posed to distinguish a gentleman. When Mr. Cutler 
asked Mr. North to state definitely what he wished 
to be done, the reply was, “I pay for your brains, 
and you cannot expect me to find brains for you.” 
This was the polished courtesy of the plutocrat 


when engaging the services of a distinguished mem- 
ber of an honourable profession. Such language 
could scarcely be addressed to a stable-boy without 
offence, but. it represented Mr. North’s idea of the 
grand manner which belongs to opulence. Why 
should the “ Nitrate King,” the champion “operator” 
of the Stock Exchange, waste his time in civilities 
to an architect ? It was Mr. Cutler’s business to know 
by instinct what sort of a house was required by a 
man who bought pictures at the Italian Exhibition as 
if they were yards of canvas.. An architect may 
have his susceptibilities, no doubt; but then he is 
paid for them in his commission. He is a hired 
servant, who must treat gross discourtesy from 
his employer as part of the job; and, if any 
difference should arise between them, he must 
expect to have his claim disputed, to be told 
that he exceeded his instructions in order to swell 
his charges, to find that his august patron does 
not even condescend to remember signed agreements, 
and to have statements attributed to him which are 
wholly inconsistent, and for which there is not a 
particle of documentary evidence. Such is the 
etiquette of plutocracy, on which Lord Coleridge was 
very naturally provoked to offer some pointed obser- 
vations. 

Nor was Mr. North’s manner in court calculated 
to establish a reputation for urbanity. He could 
not remember anything he had said, or that his 
solicitor had said. First he thought he had not seen 
the plans for the house, and then he thought he had 
seen them. When he was shown the agreement 
about Mr. Cutler’s commission which he had signed, 
and totally forgotten, he threw the document aside 
with the remark, “I don’t call that an agreement,” 
which drew from the Bench the curt reminder that 
the court had already ruled that it was an agree- 
ment. But the creator of “Nitrates” could not 
trouble himself with these trivial details of litigation. 
He had not thought it worth while to make a 
business-like contract with his architect, and 
he went into the witness-box with equal indiffer- 
ence to the coherence of his story. The jury 
were invited to believe that a millionaire who 
suddenly goes off' to Chili, leaving an architect 
with instructions more indefinite than a casual 
message to an office-boy, is an object for respectful 
compassion when he returns to find that more money 
has been spent than he imagines he intended to 
spend. A more ludicrous assumption was never put 
forward in a court of law. Mr. North might, if he 
had chosen, have treated the question of expense 
with magnificent unconcern from first to last. He 
might have said, “ Build me a palace at any cost,” 
and have paid the bill without a murmur. That 
is what millionaires do in novels, and Mr. North 
had a fine opportunity for turning fiction into 
commonplace; but he went only half way in 
the romance. He ordered the house with a lofty 
disdain of thousands, and then quarrelled with 
the expense like a bagman. He insulted his archi- 
tect, and made his solicitor write trumpery letters. 
He posed before a jury with the arrogance of a man 
who fancies that his money is a sufficient justifica- 
tion of his contempt for the rules which govern 
other people. The only redeeming features of great: 
wealth are its judicious employment and the modesty 
of its possessors. When these conditions are not 
fulfilled, Croesus simply becomes a stimulus to 
servility. In America vast fortunes are used for 
the corruption of commerce and the degradation 
of the public service. These abuses have reached 
no such dimensions in this country, but the worship 
of money for its own sake is a sufficient evil. The 
habit of cringing to aristocratic names, which is 
an unpleasant characteristic of English society, 
is a virtue compared with the abject fawning 
on the opulent parvenu. A _ plutocracy without 
manners is worse than an hereditary aristocracy 
without brains; and wealth which is mere gilded 
guano sets up no better social standard than nobility 
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abroad that the social position which is due either 
to distinguished birth or to enormous fortune carries 
no more responsibility than that of the average 
citizen. This is an error which must be checked in 
one exalted quarter if it is not to lead to disaster. 
As for the plutocrat of the North type, itis sufficient 
that his code of manners should be chastened with 
exemplary severity when it conflicts with the 
authorised tribunals. Sometimes the judges exceed 
their functions by needless excursions into the 
field of morals; but everything Lord UColeridge 
said for the behoof of Mr. North was amply 
justified by the social system which is founded on 
Nitrates.” 


MYSTERIES OF THE BONA DEA 
(LITERARY SECTION). 


PROVISIONAL REPORT. 


NHE Literary Ladies’ Dinner, which was held on 
Thursday last, in connection with the mysteries 
of the Bona Dea, continues to be the subject of much 
gossip. Our account of the proceedings is neces- 
sarily imperfect, as the one reporter who escaped can 
only be interrogated under medical supervision and 
at great risk. The dinner, which was entirely coated 
with pink sugar, is understood to have reflected 
great credit on the caterer. The waiters having 
been removed and a kid glove affixed to the door- 
knocker, 

The Chairwoman (Mlle. “O—da”) gave “The 
Queen and Female Members of the Royal Family.” 
It was a toast that needed no commendation before 
such an audience: for the word “ royalty’ found an 
echo in the heart of every authoress. Her Majesty, 
she might add, was “one of us,” having written a 
“ Journal of Our Life in the Highlands”; and, 
because blood zould tell, the Princess Beatrice had 
compiled a birthday book—nay, had lately written a 
story which gave The Standard’s reviewer more 
pleasure than he had experienced for a very long 
time. This kindness, conferred by the Queen’s 
daughter on one of the Queen’s meanest’ sub- 
jects 

Miss Marie C.r.lli was sorry to interrupt, but 
felt certain there was a man in the room: Sheknew 
not whether to call it an instinct or an intuition: 
but she could always tell when a man was about, 
like she could cats. 

Mrs. J.hn Str.nge W.nt.r said that if Miss C.r.lli 
alluded to him—— 

Mrs. L.nn L.nt.n (who dined alone at a side 
table) said she knew all along how it would be. 
Catch her setting foot again among such a lot 
of minxes. It was all very well for Mrs. M.na C—rd 


Mrs. M.na C—rd would anticipate Mrs. Lin- 
— kind remark. She was doing nothing of the 
ind. 

At this point Miss C.rlli, who had _ been 
throwing crusts at the gaselicr, succeeded in 
dislodging a publisher concealed in its filigree 
work. The unhappy man was vainly endeavouring 
to explain his presence there as merely accidental, 
when 

A slight thunderstorm broke over the metropolis 
and the company adjourned hastily to the cellars, 
with the exception of Miss Ol.ve Sch—n.r and Mrs. 
Lon Lot.n. Mrs. L.nt.n took this opportunity 
of proposing “MAN” and drinking his health 
with musical honours. Miss Sch—ner being in a 
trance, 

Mrs. L.nt.n responded. 

Mrs. L.nt.n then proposed in rapid _ succes- 
sion “Our Lords and Masters,” “The Sterner 
Sex,” “The Lords of Creation,” “The Stronger 


Vessel,” and replied on behalf of each in suitable 
terms. 


Miss Sch—ner, awaking, said that slowly across 
the burning plain came an omnibus. And many 
men sat thereon to oblige a lady, who was inside; 
and One said, “There are bees in her bonnet:” and 
Another, that was behind, cried, “ L’pool Street or 
Benk!” I said, “Is there naught else?” He 
answered, “ Naught.” So I descended and walked ; 
but the sun scorched me. And coming to One in blue 
who stood beside a drinking-fountain, I said, “ Old 
chappie, this is too hot.” He said, “It is too hot.” 
I said, “ And your poor feet?” He said, “ They 
are hot, too; but I tread the wine-press and 
trample the blood of women. By trampling the 
blood of women they shall be cooled.” I said, 
“ Nevertheless, I wish you would put them in a less 
conspicuous place.” Now there was a palm behind 
him, and the palm was opening. But I thought it 
was the season for palms to open, and passed on: 
for my burden was heavy, nor could I tell how 
heavy. But the chickens were wiser. She begged 
to propose “The Clergy and Ministers of all de- 
nominations.” The company having by this time 
re-assembled, Mrs. H.mph.y Ward and Miss Edna 
L—Ill rose together and replied simultaneously, each 
alluding to the other as a nasty tease. The Chair- 
woman and Mrs. John Str.nge W.nt.r were pro- 
posing the Army, when Miss C.r.lli saw a mouse, 
and the subject dropped. 

The Chairwoman prcceeded, after some delay, to 
the toast of the evening, “ Success to Woman’s Work 
in Literature!” What was that work? It was 
emphatically one of purification. She came there 
with her hands tingling from the slapping she had 
bestowed on a young man—a Mr. Kipling. (Hisses.) 
Why was this? Because she revered literature. 
She came bathed in the blood of middlemen. Again 
why? Because she loved literature. Her friend the 
Lord Warden of the Cinque Ports had confessed to her 
that his military carriage wasentirely basedon a study 
of “The Seraph” in a book she had once written, 
“ Under Two Flags.” She begged to announce that 
the tickets for this dinner would be gratis, inclusive 
of wine, the notion of pounds shillings and pence 
being always repugnant when brought into con- 
nection with the children of thought. The office of 
literature was to lift people out of themselves, to 
take all that was sordid out of the world; and just 
now she was prepared to take it out of the landlord. 

Mrs. M.na C—rd, interposing, held that the office 
of literature was to obtain cheap divorcee—— 

Mrs. Al.x.nd.r: “ Ha, ha, the wooing o’t!” 

Mrs. C—rd continuing, said if literature gave them 
a free dinner it could give them free love. Free love 
was a hobby—— 

Mrs. L.nt.n (excitedly): “Hubbies before hob 
bies!” 

At this juncture the landlord entered and was 
about to announce that several gentlemen were 
waiting outside to escort their wives home, when he 
was seized by Mrs. C—rd who, building a hasty bon- 
fire in the centre of the room, began to illustrate the 
ancient custom of handfasting for the benefit of the 
company. The landlord begged her to desist, on the 
grounds, (1) that he was a Scotsman, (2) that he was 
aware from the perusal of ladies’ novels that such a 
ceremony with a man of his nationality would be 
binding, (3) that, by a will of a kind familiar to 
them, all his property would go in the event of his 
marriage to a young lady whose lover was too proud 
ever to take her with money. He begged pardon of 
the lady in the corner, but his was a respectable 
house, and he could not listen to the awful language 
she was using. 

Miss Br.dd.n explained that she was merely 
repeating the titles of some books she had written. 
It was a trick of hers in moments of nervousness. 

The landlord threw himself upon the protection 
of Mrs. L.nn L.nt.n. 

Mrs. L.nn L.nt.n threw herself upon Mrs. C—rd. 

Mrs. C—rd threw herself upon Mrs. L.nt.n and 
the landlord. 

The premises are completely gutted. 
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ON EXMOOR. 


ELOW the belt of wood that hangs like a fringe 
along the skirts of the moorland, lies a deep 

and sheltered hollow. The axe has been busy 
among the noble beeches farther on, but here the 
ground is steeper and more difficult of access. And 
the rugged oak-trees, gnarled and stunted by the 
storms of many winters, shaggy with ages’ growth 
of lichens, lift their grey heads unharmed. Their 
dead boughs are scarred by the beaks of wood- 
peckers. Tufts of fern, rooted in the mouldering 
bark, hang grey-green tongues among their coils of 
ivy. A time-worn race. Their very feebleness has 
helped to save them from the doom that overthrew 
their brethren. Tall fronds of bracken—making 
some headway now after the late frosts, which cut 
the young stems down by hundreds, and left them 
burnt and blackened as if scorched by fire—are 
filling now the spaces among the trees. The murmur 
of a brook, that, through the swampy bottom loiters 
down to join one of the swift moorland rivers, fills 
the air as with the sound of rain. Along its oozy 
banks the marigolds of March are shining yet. On 
the steep slope above it masses of bluebells are still 
flowering, and even a few primroses linger among 
the thickets, pallid and forlorn, though by the 
calendar, at least, this is the noon of summer. Above 
the wood stretch far away wide miles of open moor- 
land. Beyond the great hedge that bounds the 
cover there stand, knee-deep in the brown and 
leafless ling, like skirmishers feeling their way up 
the hill, a score or so of sturdy rowan trees, twisted 
and storm-beaten; and all round them, with young 
foliage bright on the dark sea of heather, destined 
in time to widen the woodland by a hundred yards, 
gather their children, thousands strong. A few old 
hawthorns stand among them, whose tangled boughs 
are strongholds of the magpie and the jay, inevit- 
able hangers-on of every cover, hated of the keeper's 
soul. Skirting the earthen wall that parts this 
hollow from the rest of the wood—a bank grown 
thickly over with shield-fern and foxglove, and broken 
through here and there by little gaps, the passes of the 
wild creatures that find shelter here—a rough track 
winds down along the stream. It is a quiet spot. 
Two cottages further on, faintly visible between the 
beech stems, hardly break the sense of solitude. But 
the swallows that haunt their outbuildings, the 
martins that nest under their wide eaves of thatch 
sail in and out among the trees; and a little troop of 
swifts careers with joyous scream along the path at 
a pace that one fancies would place them easily 
beyond pursuit. But it is only the other day that, 
among these very hills, a swift was beaten in fair 
flight by a merlin. The chase went right through 
one of the moorland villages, and the bold little 
falcon made his stoop in the very middle of the 
street. The two birds came down together, close to 
the open doorway of a cottage. The merlin, scared 
at finding where the ardour of the chase had carried 
him, let go his hold and sailed away. The swift rose 
slowly as if dazed with the shock, fluttered a moment 
or so, and then he too sought safety in the upper air. 
But swift and swallow seem strange visitors here. 

A more real woodlander is yonder pheasant, that, 
silently emerging from the tangle of the hedge, stalks 
across the path with slow and stately pace, moving 
her head jauntily, as if with the conscious pride of 
motherhood. A yard behind her follow in single file 
the little members of her family, struggling manfully 
through the jungle by the hedgerow. Two of them 
have just got clear—tiny, fluffy balls of down, not 
many days out of the shell—when the old bird, 
suddenly aware of danger, utters two sharp notes 
of warning. Instantly the two small figures are as 
still as if they were turned to stone. They do not 
even move so much as to crouch down in the grass. 
One of them had just turned its head—perhaps to 
look for its companions—and so it stands, motionless. 
A newcomer would have little chance of making out 
the tiny forms among the stones and herbage of the 


bank. We pass within a yard of them, and still they 
make no sign. Meanwhile the old bird has vanished 
through the opposite hedge, and when the danger 
has passed will rejoin her little charge. On the path 
which the birds were crossing are the tracks of many 
wayfarers. The light feet of the rabbit and the 
hare, the claws of pheasant and blackcock have left 
their marks among the heavier tread of men and 
horses, sheep and cattle. But here and there on the 
dark earth there is another sign, a plain index of the 
district. For this is Exmoor, and these sharp foot- 
prints are the slot of the wild red deer. This is a 
favourite harbour of the noble beasts, and there are 
plenty of them here, though a man might pass this 
Way a score of times and see no more of them than 
such faint signs as these. But the woodman, 
plodding home in the twilight, knows well the tall 
figures that steal softly out through the beech hedges 
of the cover to forage in the clover or levy black- 
mail on some distant turnip field. The deer just now 
are less difficult to see. They are more fearless at 
this season, as if they knew their hour was not yet. 
Later on they will take sanctuary in the very densest 
thickets of the cover; but now, while their horns are 
still tender and hardly yet half grown, and still have 
all their velvet on, they keep more among the larch 
plantations, where there is more room to move. 

Thirty years ago the Exmoor deer were few and 
far between. They were shot by poachers, hunted 
down by exasperated farmers. But now the times 
have changed. Now, even when little short of a 
hundred head are pulled down by the stag-hounds 
in a single season their number grows apace. The 
deer-stealers are not dead, but have been trans- 
formed into the keepers and the water-bailiffs of the 
altered state of things. And although the deer are 
still, in a measure, against every man, every man’s 
hand is no longer against them. No farmer in all 
the country side but would be proud to give them 
harbourage; and, to hear them talk, you would take 
every native of the district for a hunter born. There 
is on this moor a noble head of black game, and the 
great birds are the scourge of every corn-field in the 
neighbourhood. The farmers do sometimes, cer- 
tainly, grumble at their depredations, but as the 
keeper puts it: “They do be proud of ’em too.” 
There is a strong reason for the tolerance of destruc- 
tion, beyond mere sentiment or the love of sport. 
Nor is the compensation paid by the Hunt for 
damaged crops the only cause why the game is no 
longer looked on with aversion. These are ill days 
for the Exmoor farmer, and the money which is 
brought into the country by the chase and all that 
appertains to it is no small addition to the scanty 
produce of his acres. There should indeed be some 
substantial recompense for all that the farmer suffers. 
The damage done by the deer is, even by the keeper’s 
showing, such 

‘“'__ that one had need 


Be very much his friend indeed 
To pardon or to bear it.” 


Along the dykes of earth and stones that bound the 
fields that border on the moor are certain well- 
marked spots, over which the marauding parties 
always pass. Sometimes the whole herd will amuse 
themselves by rolling in the wheat, ruining as much 
as two acres in a single night. They will walk 
through a turnip-field, taking a bite here and there, 
and rooting up a dozen for every one they eat. One 
man, whose patience had been sorely tried by many 
midnight raids, set up a scarecrow, the figure of a 
man, a “ bobbet” as the dialect has it, to guard a 
young crop of special promise. Two nights the 
bobbet kept watch and ward over the field. For 
two nights no deer crossed over from the cover. On 
the third night a deep ring was trodden in the earth 
all round the scarecrow, such as might be made in 
breaking in a colt. One more night passed, and in 
the morning the field was found all pounded, and 
trampled and rolled on; and among the ruins of the 
farmer's hopes lay the remnants of the bobbet, torn 
into a thousand fragments. K. 
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ANOTHER DAY WITH MR. GRANT ALLEN. 


S everyone who ever bought a periodical knows, 

Mr. Grant Allen could write The Great Story 

for Adults, but dare not, because only bloodshed or 

lollipop pays in three volumes, and novelists must 

live. This month, however, several of the magazines 

appeared without Mr. Allen’s usual article. This has 
naturally given rise to talk. 

It is whispered in Paternoster Row that Mr. 
Allen , while according to the gossip of the clubs, 
he——. But I alone know, for the top of my wall 
commands a view of his writing-room. I have 
merely to stand on a flower-pot. 

Let it be known, then, that Mr. Allen, in defiance 
of those who would keep him down, has begun The 
Novel. (This has happened before.) 

Having noticed the comparative dearth of him 
in the magazines, I was expecting it, and had my 
flower-pot ready. Usually he enters the writing- 
room as if reluctantly, then looks at his desk and 
yawns, then seems to meditate a fresh subject, then 
hears the clock strike twelve instead of eleven, then 
seems to decide that to catch the post he must write 
on the topic that is his own, then sits down and does 
it until he has written the average article length, 
when his arm stops suddenly like a horse at its 
stable door. But when it is The Novel, he——. 
Well, the same thing always happens then, and this 
is what happened to-day :— 

He entered the writing-room two hours earlier 
than usual, and his face was firm-set. It was the 
face of one who knew that he who writes a great 
novel can expect no mercy from the public, yet it 
never flinched. He looked at his right arm, and it 
saw what he was contemplating, but it did not 
strike him. In his eyes I read preparation for the 
critics’ indignation when the great novel came out. 
He took ten minutes with the dumb-bells, as if to 
prepare for the hue and cry. Then he sat down and 
took up his pen. 

Here the flower-pot gave way. When I returned 
to my post of observation, he was still sitting 
as I had left him. He took another dip, squared 
his shoulders, bent forward and took another dip. 
Then he sat back, and looked thoughtfully at the 
ceiling, and took another dip. While his pen was 
suspended in the air, a smile crossed his face, such a 
smile as is the best answer to the great public that 
thinks a classic a criminal offence. The smile lasted 
some time. He then took another dip, and laid 
down his pen. 

Half an hour passed, and he took up his pen, and 
gave it a look that would have cowed the most 
relentless enemy of great novels. Next he tried to 
balance the pen on his fourth finger, but again and 
again it fell as dead as a great novel from the 


press. This did not dismay him, for he took another 
dip. 


. « . He wrote his name in full on the blotting 
paper, then drew a circle round it, then spilt ink in 
the circle till the splotches ran together, as the 
critics to denounce genuine literature, and the whole 
was one black d——n in which the insulted public 


. had blotted Grant Allen out. And even then, he 


took another dip. 

P - He looked at his watch, and then tapped 
it on his desk, and put it to his ear. There was no 
hair in his pen-nib, so he tried another and another, 


much as the public which hag failed to kill the 


author of a great novel with its first attack, attacks 
again. He put the holder between his teeth, and 
though it was wooden as the subscribers to 
Mudie’s, it was as soon broke as a writer who does 
his best. 

He wrote his first line, and immediately flung it 
into his waste-paper basket, as the press flings the 
author who will be, literary to the wolves. Again 
he looked at his watch, this time suspiciously, like a 
critic at a novel that is said to be neither sensational 
nor childish. He tilted the ink-bottle to the side, 
and kept it in this position by slipping a piece of 


sealing-wax beneath. The sealing-wax was as red 
as a danger signal, but still he dipped. 

; He sat back in his chair, balancing it on 
one leg, so that it resembled a man who lives by 
booksalone; and presently it came crash, like the man 
when his books are literature. Then he noticed that 
he had begun to begin the great novel on a hard desk, 
and he put a review beneath his paper to help his 
writing. Then he took out the review and tried a 
magazine. Then he tried the blotting-pad. This 
took time. When it was over, he added a little 
water to the ink, and then walked to the window. 
A sparrow in the garden flew away at once, as if it 
knew of his designs on the public. 

At the window he stood with bent head, like one 
in presence of a publisher. He sat down, still in that 
presence, but confidently, as if aware that the manu- 
script in his pocket was trash. He jumped up and 
crossed the room, like one who knows that it is well to 
have a table between himself and the publisher 
before announcing that the manuscript has been 
re-written three times. Then he walked up and down 
the room many times, as those must practise walk- 
ing who, having at last written a great work, can no 
longer find a publisher. 

‘ . He sat down at his desk and took another 
dip. The Novel was begun, except that he had not 
yet written anything. He took another dip, 
this time going to the bottom, just as if the book 
was finished. The clock struck twelve 
instead of eleven, and he decided again that it is 
easier to write about The Novel than to write it. 

I met one of his servants going tothe post witha 
letter some hours afterwards. She was in a hurry 
to catch the mail, but I insisted on her showing me 
the envelope. It was addressed to the editor of the 
Fortnightly Review. 


THE HANDEL FESTIVAL. 


HE thirteenth Handel Festival, or tenth Handel 
Triennial Festival, began, according to the in- 
variable rule, with a performance of The Messiah. 
Exceptional festivals, or festivals taking place at 
irregular intervals, are not, it seems, counted by the 
Crystal Palace authorities ; but, as a matter of fact, 
in addition to the Handel Festivals given every 
three years from the time when a course of trien- 
nial festivals was first decided upon, three other 
Handel Festivals have been given at the Crystal 
Palace—one in 1857, to see whether the thing 
could be satisfactorily done at all; one in 1859, 
to commemorate the centenary of Handel’s death ; 
and one in 1885, to celebrate the bi-centenary of his 
birth. The fantastic chronology adopted by the 
Crystal Palace authorities in connection with its 
great Handel performances must puzzle many, and 
it would be well on the next occasion to rectify it. 
The first performance of the Handel Festival for the 
present year was in any case thoroughly satisfactory. 
Until only a very few years ago no provincial 
festival was considered complete without The 
Messiah ; and for the last thirty-four years this 
work, universally accepted as Handel’s masterpiece, 
has always been given on the opening day of the 
great festival of which the Crystal Palace is period- 
ically the scene. 

To composers unappreciated in their youth and 
middle age, it will always be consoling to reflect 
that when Handel set to work on The Messiah, 
which was destined to obtain far greater success 
than any of his preceding works, he was already in 
his fifty-seventh year. He had already produced 
oratorios—and very fine ones—but he did not, until 
The Messiah was brought out, break finally with 
Italian opera, which, after devoting his best energies 
to it for thirty-six years, he now abandoned, to 
occupy himself exclusively until his death, eighteen 
years afterwards, with sacred music. It was 
during these eighteen years that he established 
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his popularity with the English public, as distin- 
guished from that small section of the public which 

had been accustomed to hear at the King’s Theatre 

his lyric dramas, composed to Italian words. Handel’s 

change of style may be explained both by external 

and internal reasons. Before giving himself up 

entirely to the composition of sacred music he 

had shown tendencies in that direction, for he 

produced several oratorios while still connected 

with the Italian Opera House. On the other hand, 

it was not until his Italian operas had ceased 

to attract the public—or, rather, it was not until 

the money subscribed for their maintenance had, 

after a certain number of years, been spent — 

that he gave himself up altogether to the composi- 

tion of oratorios. Handel's Italian operas have long 

ceased to be performed, and though the last of them 

are only forty or fifty years older than Mozart’s 

Marriage of Figaro, they are as absolutely dead as 

the Marriage of Figaro is full of life. Some 

day the Royal College of Music may be tempted 

to give a performance of one of Handel’s operas, 

as last year it offered a representation of the some- 

what antiquated but very charming Cosi fan Tutte 
of Mozart. Meanwhile Handel’s operas would be 
forgotten, except as matter of history, but for the 
numerous excerpts from them given every three 
years at the Crystal Palace. The composer must 
himself have seen that they possessed no vitality 
when he took melodies, and sometimes whole pieces, 
from them to introduce into his oratorios, in which 
many a devout air was originally a love-song. 

A Handel Festival consists of three performances, 
or of four if the rehearsal be counted ; and the works 
to be performed are fixed as rigidly as the days of 
the festival, which has been so often repeated that it 
has now fallen into a strict and seemingly unalter- 
able form. It comprises, as a matter of course, 
The Messiah on Monday, the first day; a Selec- 
tion from Handel’s works, sacred and secular, 
on Wednesday, the second day; and IJsrael in 
Egypt on the third. Israel in Egypt exhibits Handel 
at his best and greatest as a writer of choral 
music; the Selection conveys an adequate idea of 
the variety and comprehensiveness of his talent; 
while The Messiah, though containing some of the 
finest choruses ever written, is especially remarkable 
for the beauty of the solo pieces. If, indeed, 
Handel’s operas have become obsolete, his sacred 
works, to judge by the three days’ attendance at 
the Crystal Palace, and by the enthusiasm with 
which almost every piece in The Messiah was 
received, are now more warmly admired than ever. 
The popularity of Handel seems indeed to have grown 
in proportion as the scale on which his works are pre- 
sented has increased. The chorus employed at the 
first performance of The Messiah was exceptionally 
large for the time, consisting as it did of two 
cathedral choirs, when, as a rule, one would have 
been considered sufficient; and it is recorded that 
the audience numbered on the first occasion 600. An 
advertisement has been preserved in which ladies are 
begged to come without hoops and gentlemen with- 
out swords, so that at future performances of The 
Messiah the stewards may be enabled “to seat 
700 persons instead of 600.” The hall, then, in 
which Handel’s masterpiece was first performed 
would have about sufficed to seat comfortably 
the orchestra of our Handel Festival, which com- 
prises more than 500 players. There was no hall 
in existence at the time which would have held the 
3,500 singers of which the festival chorus consists. 
To many, indeed, the “ Selection” day is by far the 
most interesting of the three days over which the 
Handel Festival extends. Every lover of music knows 
well The Messiah and Israel in Egypt; but in the 
Selection from Handel’s works, sacred and secular, 
a number of pieces are always comprised which 
one has scarcely an opportunity, except on festival 
oceasions at the Crystal Palace, of hearing. At 
Wednesday’s concert, the first piece performed was 


which, according to Dr. Burney, furnished subsist- 
ence topublic players on keyed instruments for nearly 

thirty years. The original accompaniment was for 

Handel’s usual orchestra—strings, with the addition 

only of oboes and bassoons; and the composer’s in- 

tentions have been so far respected by the latest 

editor of the work that the indispensable additional 

accompaniments have not been made too over- 

powering for the solo instrument. The organ 

concerto was followed by the Double Chorus from 

Deborah, the second oratorio written by Handel 

to English words, and the first written expressly 

for public performance in England. Composed 

early in 1733, it was produced at the King’s Theatre 

that same year. The Double Chorus forms the 

opening of the oratorio, and is sung by Israelites 

suffering under the oppression of Jabin, King of 

Canaan, assembled on Mount Ephraim to entreat the 
Almighty to give them a leader. It is at the words 

“O grant a leader to our host!” that the theme 
by which the chorus is chiefly remembered is intro- 
duced. The selection from Judas Maccabeeus, the ora‘ 
torio written at the suggestion of Frederick, Prince of 
Wales, as a compliment to the Prince’s brother, the 
DukeofCumberland,onthesuppression of therebellion 
of 1745, consisted only of the recitative “ My arms!” 
and the inspiriting air “Sound an alarm,” sung with 
appropriate fire by Mr. Edward Lloyd. Samson 
was represented by the favourite air “ Let the bright 
Seraphim,” in which Mme. Nordica’s pure resonant 
tones were most effective. So also was the trumpet 
obbligato as played by Mr. McGrath. The highly 
impressive Double Chorus, supported by double 
orchestra “ Gloria Patri,” was one of the novelties of 
the festival, as were also the anthem which intro- 
duced the second part of the concert, made up 
almost exclusively of secular pieces in contrast to 
the first part, which consisted of sacred pieces alone ; 
the overture to Giustino, one of Handel’s forgotten 
operas, produced at Covent Garden Theatre in 1736; 
a lively duet, sung by Mme. Nordica and Mr. Santley, 
from Giulio Cesare, one of the operas so pleasantly 
ridiculed by Addison in The Spectator ; the minuet 
from Berenice; the bourrée from the Water 
Music; and the principal air from Rodalinda, sung 
in all possible perfection by Mme. Albani. Among 
the best known, and for that reason, perhaps, most 
admired, pieces in Wednesday’s Selection must be 
mentioned “ Angels ever bright and fair,” given 
with genuine fervour by Mme. Albani; “ Deeper 
and deeper still,’ with its sequel, “ Waft her, 
angels,” in which Mr. Barton McGuckin sang 
with some tenderness, but without much dramatic 
force; and Mr. Santley’s great air in the copious 
selection from Acis and Galatea, “I rage, I 
melt,” with its pendant “O ruddier than the 
cherry.” Mr. Santley was in fine voice, and sang 
in his usual masterly style. Finally, “See, the con- 
quering hero comes” was not forgotten. The trio 
was sung by Mesdames Nordica, Emily Squire, and 
Marian McKenzie; and the impressive choral march, 
which, performed on the most vulgar occasions, has 
never yet been vulgarised, brought the Selection to 
a most successful conclusion. 


ART PATRONS. 


HE general art patron in England is a brewer or 
distiller. Five-and-forty is the age at which he 
begins to make his taste felt in the art world, and the 
cause of his collection is the following, or an ana- 
logous reason. After a heavy dinner, when the smoke- 
cloud is blowing lustily, Brown says to Smith: “I 
know you don’t care for pictures, so you wouldn’t 
think that Leader was worth fifteen hundred pounds; 
well, I paid all that, and something more too, at the 
last Academy for it.” Smith, who has never heard of 
Leader, turns slowly round on his chair, and his brain, 


Handel’s Fourth Organ Concerto: one of a set of six 


stupefied with strong wine and tobacco, gradually 
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becomes aware of a village by a river bank seen in 
black silhouette upon a sunset sky. Wine and food 
have made him happily sentimental, and he remem- 
bers having seen a village looking very like that 
village when he was paying his attentions to the 
eldest Miss Jones. Yes, it was looking like that, all 
quite sharp and clear on a yellow sky, and the trees 
were black and still just like those trees. Smith 
determines that he too shall possess a Leader. He 
may not be quite as big a man as Brown, but he has 
been doing pretty well lately. . . There’s no 
reason why he shouldn’t have a Leader. So irre- 
deemable mischief has been done at Brown’s dinner- 
party: another five or six thousand a year will 
henceforth exert its mighty influence in the service 
of bad art. 

Poor Smith, who never looked attentively at a 
picture before, does not see that what inspires such 
unutterable memories of Ethel Jones is but a 
magnified Christmas card; the dark trees do 
not suggest treacle to him, nor the sunset sky 
the rich cream which he is beginning to feel he 
partook of too freely; he does not see the thin 
drawing, looking as if it had been laboriously 
scratched out with a nail, nor yet the feeble hand- 
ling which suggests a child and a pot of gum. But 
of technical achievement how should Mr. Smith know 
anything?—that mysterious something, different 
in every artist, taking a thousand forms, and yet 
always recognisable to the educated eye. How 
should poor Smith see anything in the picture except 
what Mr. Whistler wittily calls “rather a foolish 
sunset?” To perceive Mr. Leader’s deficiency in 
technical accomplishment may seem easy to the 
young girl who has studied drawing for six months 
at South Kensington; but Smith is a stupid man 
who has money-grubbed for five-and-twenty years 
in the City; and through the fumes of wine and 
tobacco he resolves to have a Leader. He does not 
hesitate, he consults no one—and why should he? 
Mr. Leader put R.A. after his name—he charges 
fifteen hundred. Besides, the village on the river 
bank with a sunset behind is obviously a beautiful 
thing. The mischief has been done, the 
irredeemable mischief has been achieved. Smith 
buys a Leader, and the Leader begets a Long, the 
Long begets a Fildes, the Fildes begets a Dicksee, 
the Dicksee begets a Herkomer, etc. Such is the 
genesis of Mr. Smith’s collection, and it is typical of 
a hundred now being formed in London. In ten 
years Mr. Smith has laid out forty or fifty thousand 
pounds. He asks his friends if they don’t like his 
collection quite as well as Brown's: he urges that he 
can’t see much difference himself. Nor is there 
much difference. The same articles—that is to say, 
identically similar articles—vulgarly painted sun- 
sets, vulgarly painted doctors, vulgarly painted 
babies, vulgarly painted manor-houses with saddle- 
horses and a young lady hesitating on the steps, 
have been acquired at or about the same prices. 
The popular R.A.s have appealed to popular senti- 
ment, and popular sentiment has responded; and the 
City has paid the price. But Time is not at alla 
sentimental person: he is quite unaffected by the 
Adelphi reality of the doctor’s face or the mawkish 


. treacle of the village church; and when the collec- 


tion is sold at auction twenty years hence, it will 
fetch about a fourth of the price that was paid. 

Mr. Smith’s artistic taste knows no change; it 
was formed on Mr. Brown’s Leader, and developing 
logically from it, passing through Long, Fildes, and 
Dicksee, it touches high-water mark at Hook. The 
pretty blue sea and the brown fisher-folk call for 
popular admiration almost as imperatively as the 
sunset in the village churchyard; and when an artist 
—for in his adventures among dealers Mr. Smith has 
met one or two— points out how much less like 
treacle Mr. Hook is than Mr. Leader, and how much 
more flowing and supple the drawing of the sea- 
shore is than the village seen against the sunset, 
Mr. Smith thinks he understands what is meant. 
But remembering the fifteen hundred pounds he paid 


for the cream sky and the treacle trees, he is quite 
sure that nothing could be better. 

The ordinary perception of the artistic value of 
a picture does not rise above Mr. Smith’s. I have 
studied the artistic capacity of the ordinary mind 
long and diligently, and I know my analysis of it is 
exact ; and if I do not exaggerate the artistic incapa- 
bilities of Mr. Smith, it must be admitted that the 
influence which his money permits him to exercise 
in the art world is an evil influence, and is exercised 
persistently to the very great detriment of the real 
artist. But it will be said that the moneyed man 
cannot be forbidden to buy the pictures that please 
him. No, but men should not be elected Academicians 
merely because their pictures are bought by City 
men, and this is just what is done. Do not think 
that Sir John Millais is unaware that Mr. Long’s 
pictures, artistically considered, are quite worthless. 
Do not think that Mr. Orchardson does not turn 
in contempt from Mr. Leader’s tea-trays. Do not 
think that every artist, however humble, how- 
ever ignorant, does not know that Mr. Goodall’s 
portrait of Mrs. Kettlewell stands quite beyond the 
range of criticism. Mr. Long, Mr. Leader, and Mr. 
Goodall were not elected Academicians because the 
Academicians who voted for them approved of their 
pictures, but because Mr. Smith and his like pur- 
chased their pictures ; and by electing these painters 
to Academic honours the taste of Mr. Smith receives 
official confirmation. 

The public can distinguish very readily—far 
better than it gets credit for—between bad litera- 
ture and good; nor is the public deaf to good music, 
but the public seems quite powerless to distinguish 
between good painting and bad. No, I am wrong; it 
distinguishes very well between bad painting and 
good, only it invariably prefers the bad. The 
language of speech we are always in progress of 
learning; and the language of music being similar 
to that of speech, it becomes easier to hear that 
Wagner is superior to Rossini than to see that 
Whistler is better than Leader. Of all languages, 
none is so difficult, so varying, so complex, so 
evanescent, as that of paint; and yet it is precisely 
the works written in this language that everyone 
believes himself able to understand, and ready to 
purchase at the expense of a large part of his 
fortune. If I could make such folk understand how 
illusory is their belief, what a service I should render 
to art, if I could only make them understand that 
the original taste of man is always for the obvious 
and the commonplace, and that it is only by great 
labour and care that man learns to understand as 
beautiful that which the uneducated eye considers 
ugly. 

Why will the art patron never take advice? I 
should seek it if I bought pictures. If Degas were 
to tell me that a picture I had intended to buy was 
not a good one I should not buy it, and if Degas 
were to praise a picture in which I could see no 
merit I should buy it and look at it until I did. Such 
confession will make me appear weak-minded to 
many; but this is so, because much instruction is 
necessary even to understand how infinitely more 
Degas knows than anyone else can possibly know. 
The art patron never can understand as much 
about art as the artist, but he can learn a good 
deal. It is fifteen years since I went to Degas’s 
studio for the first time. I looked at his portraits, 
at his marvellous ballet girls, at the washer- 
women, and understood nothing of what I saw. 
My blindness to Degas’s merit alarmed me not a 
little, and I said to Manet—to whom I paid a visit 
in the course of the afternoon—‘“It is very odd, 
Manet, I understand your work, but for the life of 
me I cannot see the great merit you attribute to 
Degas.” To hear that someone has not understood 
your rival’s work as well as he understands your 
own is sweet flattery, and Manet only murmured 
under his breath that it was very odd, since there 
were astonishing things in Degas. . . . Since those 
days I have learnt to understand Degas; but 
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unfortunately I have not been able to transmit my 
knowledge to anyone. When important pictures 
by Degas could be bought for a hundred and a 
hundred and fifty pounds apiece, I tried hard 
to persuade some City merchants to buy them. 
They only laughed and told me they liked Long 
better. Degas has gone up fifty per cent., Long 
has declined fifty per cent. Whistlers can be 
bought to-day for comparatively small prices; in 
twenty years they will cost three times as much, in 
twenty years Mr. Leader’s pictures will probably not 
be worth half as much as they are to-day. What 
I am saying is the merest commonplace, what every 
artist knows; but go to an art patron—a City 
merchant—and ask him to pay five hundred for a 
Degas, and he will laugh at you; he will say, why I 
could get a Dicksee or a Leader for a thousand or 
two. G. M. 


THE DRAMA. 


NE takes a mischievous pleasure in noting how 
the fundamental rules of stage-craft may be 
broken with impunity, and no one a penny the 
worse. It was long maintained that the dramatist 
should on no account have any secrets from his 
audience. Diderot and Lessing—two estheticians of 
the theatre almost as often quoted as Aristotle and 
almost as seldom read—both held this view, contend- 
ing that the pleasure of being surprised yourself was 
as nought compared with the pleasure of anticipating 
and contemplating surprise in others. If you were 
as ignorant as Sir Peter of the fact that Lady Teazle 
is hidden behind Joseph’s screen, your own mo- 
mentary surprise on discovering her there would 
searcely compensate you for the loss of the pro- 
longed pleasure you at present have in foreseeing 
the surprise of Sir Peter. If you did not know that 
the Stranger is Mrs. Haller’s husband, you would not 
have your present satisfaction of speculating as to 
what will happen when the two are brought to- 
gether. On the other hand, it may be argued that 
if there were no surprise reserved for you in the 
fifth act of Chamillac—the last piece of stage-work 
of the late Octave Feuillet, in which M. Coquelin 
ainé made his re-appearance in London on Saturday 
last—it is certain that the play would lose its interest 
asa play. For the whole point of the drama, qud 
drama, throughout four acts, is to excite your 
curiosity about the mysterious secret of Chamillac’s 
life, to prolong that curiosity, tease it, baffle 
it, and then only to gratify it ten minutes before 
the descent of the curtain. This secret, you are 
made to feel, will give the clue to Chamillac’s 
character, his grave melancholy, his perpetual air 
of I could an if I would, the air of a boulevard 
sphinx in a dress-coat, his passion for grotesque 
excesses of philanthropy, grotesque even to the 
point of peopling his servants’ hall with discharged 
convicts. Moreover, as he is at the pains to tell 
you, it will account for the great gulf which is 
fixed between himself and the girl of his heart. 
Only one other person knows this secret—the 
girl’s father—and he won't tell. When, at last, the 
fifth act is reached, and you are beginning to 
think that Chamillac’s secret never will be revealed 
on this side of the grave, or of what is, theatrically, 
the same thing, the green-baize curtain—when, in 
fact, you are beginning to lose patience about all 
this mystery—out the revelation comes. The scene 
in which the man is made to confess to the woman 
he loves that his life of well-doing has been built 
upon a condoned crime, that it has been one long act 
of expiation for a disgraceful theft committed in his 
youth, was well worth waiting for. It provides M. 
Coquelin with one of the very finest things in his 
fine repertory: the picture of a strong man in his 
agony, whose fate is worse than the doom of Prome- 
theus, for he has to tear out his own heart. 
This is to consider the play merely as a play. 
As a fragment of sociology, an exposition of the 


Gallic theory of honour, it is no less interesting. 
One personage, as you have seen, loses his honour, 
and is to regain it by engaging reformed burglars to 
cook his dinner and drive his coupé. Another has to 
redeem his forfeited honour by volunteering for 
active service. Imagine the to-do there is when a 
lady’s honour is in question—when one honourable 
gentleman discovers his affianced bride in another 
honourable gentleman’s rooms at a dishonourably 
late hour. To see the two honourable gentlemen 
straighten their backs, and, hissing a fiery “ Monsieur!” 
at frequent intervals, exchange defiant cards, is to feel 
that the French drama has not been invented in 
vain. One turns from the magnificent pomposity of 
the spectacle to Schopenhauer’s grim analysis of 
honour with increased zest. For my part, I can never 
see plays like Chamillac without regretting that 
Henrik Ibsen was not born in the Rue du Bac instead 
of in the market-place at Skien. Perhaps it is not 
yet too late for him to include conventional honour 
in the series of social shams which it is a function of 
his sociological plays to expose ? 

M. Henri Meilhac’s Margot, produced this week 
for the first time in England, tells a very old story in 
a very new way. From Moliére’s Ecole des Femmes 
to Gondinet’s Un Parisien the stage has been familiar 
with a long line of pieces showing how an elderly 
man, an Arnolphe, a Brichanteau, isolates and edu- 
cates a young girl, with the view of leading her 
straight out of cloistered innocence into marriage. 
Arnolphe designs her for himself and does not get 
her; Brichanteau has no such design, and does. 
Boisvillette, the elderly gentleman of M. Meilhac’s 
play, begins a Brichanteau and ends an Arnolphe. 
He adopts Margot, a waif, as yet untainted, from 
the “half-world,” out of pure benevolence, offers 
to have her educated at his farm, and purposes 
to give her in marriage one fine day to some 
honest man. Of course, he ultimately falls head 
over ears in love with her himself. But the little 
creature, with a wisdom beyond her years, calmly 
meets his proposal of marriage with the undeniable 
objections that he is too old for her, and too far 
above her in station. . So she marries his gamekeeper 
instead, and, as the keeper is a morose, Byronic 
person in velveteens, who gives her plain warning 
that he will stand no nonsense, we feel that her in- 
gratitude to her benefactor will probably meet with 
its reward. It is not a very succulent story. Neither 
the doting Boisvillette nor the super-sagacious Margot 
excites more than a tepid interest. But there is 
plenty of good talk in the play—exquisitely 
spoken by M. Febvre and Mlle. Reichenberg— 
and a wealth of fresh invention in the way of 
stage-business (e.g., the discovery of Margot asleep 
behind the sereen in Act I., the cigarette soliloquy 
at the close of the act, the reading from Musset in 
Act II.), which will go far to compensate the playgoer 
for the lack of those old-fashioned qualities, “ sym- 
pathy” and “cumulative interest.” And yet, modern 
as its form is, there is a curiously antiquated air 
about the substance of Margot, its carefulness to 
touch emotion on the surface merely, its treatment 
of love as a theme for casuistry rather than a spring 
of action, its sentimental gamekeeper, who ought to 
be named Philidor and carry a be-ribboned fowling- 
piece a la Watteau. One feels that Marivaux might 
have written it, if Marivaux could have read Paul 
Bourget and La Vie Parisienne. 

A compendious, and peculiarly appropriate, criti- 
cism for Dick Wilder, a romantic drama by Mrs. 
Musgrave, would be * O Gemini!” For it deals with 
the fortunes of twin brothers, each the physical 
counterpart, and the moral opposite, of the other. 
Starting with this postulate, making one twin a 
blameless private secretary (in love with his master’s 
daughter) and the other a highwayman (who robs 
both master and daughter), getting the good twin 
accused of all the crimes of the bad, and throwing 
in allusions to Addison’s Spectator, Sir Godfrey 
Kneller, Mrs. Oldfield, and the Duke of Marlborough, 


passim, Mrs. Musgrave has contrived a play about 
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the reign of Queen Anne which would have aston- 
ished John Dennis probably even more than it did 
me. And that is saying a good deal. 

A. B. W. 


THE WEEK. 


Ir either of the distinguished counsel in the 
recent notorious and calamitous Baccarat case had 
chanced to look into the recently published volume 
of short stories by M. PAuL BourRGET, the great 
analytic psychologist of the modern French school 
of fiction, he might have saved the Court and the 
audience (to say nothing of the jury) from a great 
deal of tedious exposition of the ways and means of 
cheating at the game, which is venial for princes and 
their “pals,” but penal for “the baser sort.” M. PAUL 
BouRGET gives the whole art and mystery of this 
deadly pastime in a few pages of the most powerful 
and simple stories which he has ever produced—* Un 
Joueur ” and “ Autre Joueur.” 


As a last chapter of his “Memories of Sixty 
Years,” M. ERNEST LEGOUVE has written an attrac- 
tive article on DANIEL MANIN, whom he knew well 
in Paris. Perhaps the most remarkable familiar 
utterance of MANIN’s recorded by M. LEGOUVE is 
this in 1854:—* I am much struck by one thing, and 
that is that in France the people who are really 
young are to be found only among men over forty. 
They have all retained something of the great move- 
ment of 1830.” A remarkable saying; but, after all, 
only a new form of the old man’s cry of “the good 
old times.” 


MANIN was a thorough Republican and a thorough 
Venetian. Republic and Venice meant the same 
thing for him. Yet he never forgot that he was an 
Italian. In the fifth month of the siege of Venice, 
a strong party was formed demanding the union of 
Venetia with the kingdom of Lombardy. Union, 
MANIN felt, meant the death of the Republic and the 
effacement of Venice; but it also meant the 
salvation of Italy. He spent a sleepless ‘night 
debating as to which side he should take. When 
morning came, as M. LEeGouvé puts it, the 
Italian within him had killed the Venetian. He 
went to the Venetian assembly, and mounting 
the tribune said, “I have to ask a great sacrifice 
of the Republican party, a sacrifice which I am going 
to make myself. It is not a question of political 
opinions; it is the fate of Italy we must decide. 
That takes precedence of everything, and I vote for 
the union.” Then the Venetian, a witness of the 
scene, who told M. Leaouv# the story, says that 
amid cries of “ Vive MANIN! The fatherland is 
saved!” and while his compatriots were kissing his 
hands, he fell down in a faint, overcome by what 
had been a superhuman effort of self-denial. “Like 
a page from PLUTARCH” is a phrase of which the 
French are fond, but it seems to apply here. 


MANIN’S son, though lacking his father’s ability, 
was not less heroic. He knew his own inferiority, 
and felt that his proper career was that of a common 
soldier. He seemed to wish to throw away his life. 
In every battle in which he fought he was wounded, 
and he returned to Venice, when peace was declared, 
lame for life. He accepted the title of Commandant 
of the National Guard ; but, when pressed to marry, 
he obstinately refused. “I do not wish,” he said, 
“to perpetuate the name of MANIN, lest it should 
descend to those who would be incapable of main- 
taining its honour.” That also has the true Roman 
ring. 


I house pers are in earnest in wining to benefit the unemployed in East 
London, they should buy Bryant & May's Matches, and refuse the foreign matches 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in weekly wages. 


Mr. HERBERT SPENCER has seen fit to prepare 
his dissertation on “ Justice,” being the fourth part 
of his “ Principles of Ethics,” before the second and 
third parts, as he deems it the most important 
division. It will be published immediately. 


SciENTIFIC literary criticism is to have an Aus- 
tralian exponent. The late EmiLE HENNEQUIN in 
France, and in England JoHN M. ROBERTSON, whose 
“Essays towards a Critical Method” abound in 
suggestive writing, broke away from the “belletrist” 
style of criticism ; and Mr. ARTHUR A.'LYNCH, whose 
“Modern Authors” will shortly be published by 
MEssrs. WARD & DOWNEY, proposes to do the same. 
He wishes to establish certain plastic principles of 
criticism to be applied to literature generally, and 
we are told that he has opened up many new paths. 
We shall see; we have had a new point of view in 
fiction from India, and there is no reason why we 
should not have a new critical point of view from 
Australia. 


THERE is a considerable distance between “the 
beautiful but abandoned EMMA HARTE”—the brief 
words in which the history and character of NEL- 
son’s mistress were invariably dismissed thirty 
years ago—and Mr. LOWELL’s “ divine apparition.” 
The true estimate doubtless lies somewhere between 
these extremes. Fresh help towards this just mean 
is promised us in the shape of a new version of 
Lapy HAMILTON’s life, by H1LDA GAMLIN, who has 
had at her disposal Mr. ALFRED MORRISON’S un- 
rivalled collection of autograph letters bearing on the 
subject. Letters from GRENVILLE, hitherto unpub- 
lished, will disclose under what circumstances EMMA 
was transferred from GRENVILLE to his uncle; and 
evidence will be adduced to prove that the “ Thom- 
son” letters were not written by NELSON. We 
shall be very glad if Miss GAMLIN proves all this. 
There have been worse women than EMMA HARTE, 
who, less distinguished for beauty, escaped the éclat 
as well as the notoriety attending her career, and 
whose memories have, for the same reason, enjoyed 
oblivion instead of suffering obloquy. 


In tracing;their descent many American families 
before they arrive at the Old Country have to pass 
through the West Indies; just as the representatives 
of an English family which came over with the 
Conqueror might, if they knew how, get back 
through Normandy to their ancestors in Norway. 
The island of Antigua is looked upon by two hundred 
and fifty American families as the stepping-stone 
from the Old Country. Among these are the OLIVERs. 
An English member of that clan, Mr. VERE LANG- 
FORD OLIVER, of Sunninghill, Berkshire, starting to 
find out all he could about the OLIVERs of Antigua, 
grew so interested in the island that he is now pre- 
paring an exhaustive history of it, which will be 
published in a limited edition of two hundred and 
fifty copies—one for each family, apparently—at 
three guineas a copy. 


ENGLISH criticism does not asarule please the 
Americans, but they seem to have taken to Mr. 
GEORGE SAINTSBURY’S “ Essays on French Novelists.” 
They find Mr. SAINTSBURY a critic and not a theorist ; 
and they seem to rejoice particularly in what they 
call his bluntness of speech and method of “ freeing 
his mind,” which they recognise as being in strong 
contrast to “that caressing touch, that finessing, 
that evasion of the plain truth of the matter,’ which 
has made American criticism of French fiction a 
“literary immorality.” 


THE “ Life of Jane Welsh Carlyle,” by Mrs. ALEx- 
ANDER IRELAND, which we announced some time ago, 
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will be published immediately by Messrs. CHATTO 
& Winpus. Other promised biographies are “ Leigh 
Hunt,” by Cosmo MONKHOUSE, in Mr. WALTER Scort’s 
“Great Writers Series”; “The Life of James Bos- 
well of Auchinleck ; with an account of his Sayings, 
Doings, and Writings ” (CHATTO), by Percy Fitz- 
GERALD; “Marie Louise: the Return from -Elba 
and the Hundred Days,” the next volume of MEssrs. 
HUTCHINSON & Co.’s “Famous Women of the 
French Court”; and a new edition of Mr. STEWART 
Rose's “ Life of Loyola” (BURNS & OATEs), to cele- 
brate the fourth centenary of the birth of the 
founder of the Jesuits. 


STUDENTS of antiquities seem to have been busy 
of late, as we have quite an array of forthcoming 
works which may be placed in that category. They 
are—the second instalment of Miss GARNETT’s book 
on “ Women of Turkey and their Folk-lore” ; two 
new volumes in Mr. Davip NvuTT’s series of “ Waifs 
and Strays of Celtic Tradition,’ being “Folk and 
Hero Tales from Argyleshire,” collected and trans- 
lated by the REv. JAMES MACDOUGALL, and “The 
Fians,” traditions in prose and verse, collected during 
the past forty years by the Rev. J. G. CAMPBELL, of 
Tiree ; “Games Ancient and Modern” (LONGMANS), 
by Mr. EDWARD FALCONER; and “The Ancient Art 
Stoneware of the Low Countries and Germany” 
(CHISWICK PREss), by Mr. L. Souon. 


A BRIEF prophetic pamphlet of twenty pages on 
“Robert Browning and the Drama” (REEVES) has 
been written by Mr. WALTER FAIRFAX. It is a 
three-fold prophecy which Mr. FAIRFAX emits, to 
the effect that the day is not far off when it will be 
recognised that (1) Browning “ was, broadly speaking, 
one of the greatest of the masters of rhythm and 
metre ; (2) that in the special domain of blank verse 
he was a legitimate and paramount creator ; and (3) 
that the comparatively small number of plays he 
has left entitles him to rank among the world’s 
pitiably few great dramatists.” “ Pitiably” is ex- 
cellent; but has all this not been recognised for a 
good number of years now by a goodly number of 
people, except, of course, that many see more dra- 
matic power in such works as “The Ring and the 
Book” and “The Inn Album ” than in the plays? 


Mr. JOHN MURRAY issues a new edition in three 
volumes of FERGUSSON’s “ History of Architecture.” 
The third volume deals with Indian and Eastern 
architecture, and, as six hundfed pages of it are 
entirely new, it may be said to be an independent 
and original work. The whole is edited by Mr. 
RoBert KerRR, architect, the author of “The 
Gentleman’s House,” and other popular archi- 
tectural works. 


Mr. FisHER UNWIN sends us the fifth and pen- 
ultimate volume of “The Century Dictionary ’"— 
“Q” to “Stroyl.” 


THE first “ County Council Year-Book,” edited by 
Mr. F. B. BROWNE, is an attractive-looking volume 
for a work of the kind. It seems to be very 
thorough, as it gives not only the constitution of the 
various County Councils in the kingdom, but, in the 
majority of cases, a summary of the work done. 
The volume also includes a number of special articles 
on subjects connected with County Government by 
various writers. Numerous portraits add much to 
the interest of the book. 


Tue fifth volume of JEHAN DE WAURIN’S “Col- 
lection of Chronicles and Ancient Histories of Great 
Britain,’ published by the authority of the Lords 
Commissioners, dates from 1447 to 1471. It is edited 


by the late SrR WILLIAM Harpy, F.S.A., and Mr. 
Epwarb L. C. P. Harpy, F.S.A. 


A pIscUSSION has been going on in the Nation 
regarding the use of the phrase “ of consequence ” in 
lieu of “ consequently.” “ F. H.’ writes from Marles- 
ford, England, that “it was used by CowPER, THOMAS 
TYRWHITT, GOLDSMITH, and SoutHEY before 1800; 
and since by MACKINTOSH, GODWIN, ScoTt,and others.” 
Except when it means “of importance” the phrase 
is now obsolete. Here seems to be one of those little 
mysteries of that providence which looks after the 
development of languages. Why should the adver- 
bial force be left in “of course,’ and “of necessity,” 
and why should it be taken from “ of consequence ” ? 
Chance is your only phrase-monger. 


THE first of July is very near at hand, and still 
there is uncertainty as to whether the President of 
the United States will make the necessary declaration 
that England comes within the provisions of the 
Copyright Act. English lawyers and Ministers con- 
tend that we already grant free reciprocity to 
American authors, but apparently there is some 
doubt on this point on the part of the law- 
officers at Washington. In the meantime there is 
confusion in the publishing business on both sides 
of the Atlantic, and heavy losses must fall both 
upon publishers and authors unless a little common 
sense is exhibited by the authorities in both 
countries. Truly the history of this Copyright 
business has from beginning to end been the reverse 
of creditable. 


M. TRICOUPIS AND THE BALKAN 
CONFEDERATION. 
(BY THE LATE SERBIAN MINISTER FOR FOREIGN 
AFFAIRS.) 
HE Balkan nations are as apt to exaggerate their 
progress as they, in all ages, have been apt to 
overrate their strength. We have undoubtedly 
made, and are still making, creditable progress, and 
the Bulgarians have made a quite exceptional 
advance. But, after all, the very foundation of our 
future has not been placed yet ona safe rock. We 
build, it is true, but sometimes we feel as if we were 
building on sand. In fact, we are only in the 
beginning of the first chapter of our political Genesis. 
The indispensable conditions of an enduring inde- 
pendence and liberty are still, as the earth was in 
the beginning, “ without form and void,” and, indeed, 
“darkness is upon the face of the deep.” Yet, as 
“the spirit of God moved upon the face of the 
waters” then, so (and I speak with all due reverence), 
does that spirit of God move now above the Balkan 
nations and inspires them with the saving idea of a 
Confederation. 

It would be too much to say that a Confederation 
of the Balkan States is an indispensable interest 
of Europe. It is of unmistakable and elementary 
interest to Europe that the Balkan Peninsula should 
not be transformed either into an Austrian or a 
Russian dependency. How this may be prevented 
is, in reality, but a question of secondary importance. 
Not long ago Europe went into a bloody and costly 
war to uphold “the integrity of the Ottoman Em- 
pire.” The integrity of that Empire was not the 
absolute end of the European policy, but only a polite 
formula of a policy of which the true object was to 
obstruct effectually Russia’s advance. When at last 
the futility of that formula was shown, Europe tried 
to effect the same end by encouraging the political 
aspirations of the Balkan nations. There was a 
time when England and France, as well as Austria, 
supported the national policy of Serbia. At present 
it seems that at least four out of the seven Great 
Powers give all their moral support to the natural 
evolution of a great and strong Bulgaria. The 
policy of these four Great Powers is quite intelligible 
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to us. It is the practical application of a great 
“natural law in the spiritual world”; it is a prac- 
tical illustration of the truth of those remarkable 
words: “unto every one that hath shall be given.” 
I am perfectly aware that as long as we Serbians 
gave evidences of order and strength, and exhibited 
capacity to rally other Balkan nations around us 
and with us, we ourselves had the support of five of 
the Great Powers. But it seems that we have com- 
mitted a series of mistakes, whilst the Bulgarians 
have given remarkable and indisputable proofs of an 
independent national spirit, and so the support of at 
least four Great Powers has been transferred from 
the Serbians to the Bulgarians. 

This policy is not only intelligible, it seems to 
some politicians very practical and even grand, being 
nothing else than the policy of “ natural selection,” 
and therefore quite scientific. But if we take it 
from the scientific sphere, and analyse it from a 
political point of view, we shall find that it means, 
practically, only supporting the hegemony of the 
Bulgarian race at the expense of the Serbian and 
Hellenic races in the Peninsula. But to support the 
hegemony of one race means nothing else than pro- 
voking other races to a struggle for life. And a 
struggle among such stubborn and (I may say so 
without conceit) such heroic races as the Greeks, 
Bulgarians, and Serbians, cannot end otherwise than 
it has ended once before—a foreign race will simply 
step in and gather the spoil. Towards the end of 
the fourteenth century the Turks came in, and, in 
a marvellously short time and with a comparatively 
small force, occupied the Greek Empire, and the 
kingdoms of Bulgaria, Serbia, Bosnia, and Albania, 
because these States were completely exhausted in 
their continual struggles among themselves. History 
will repeat itself, because history has her own 
natural and immutable laws. 

Not the hegemony of one race over the others, 
but the equilibrium of political power among the 
Balkan States, and the establishment of peace and 
friendship among the Balkan races, ought to be the 
aim of all who sincerely wish to preserve and 
strengthen the independence of the Balkan pen- 
insula. I have not the slightest doubt that such a 
policy could find enthusiastic supporters in England, 
whether the Premier be the Marquess of Salisbury or 
Mr. Gladstone. But it would be necessary that the 
statesmen of the Balkan nations, and these nations 
themselves, give proofs that such a policy is prac- 
ticable. It would be simply absurd for Balkan 
politicians to expect England to work for the Balkan 
Confederation while the Balkan nations themselves 
do not offer the slightest point dappui for such a 
policy. 

It is from this point of view that I wish to draw 
attention to the visits of M. Tricoupis to Belgrade 
and Sofia. These visits are a practical proof that at 
least the Greek statesmen are earnestly considering 
the feasibility of a Balkan Confederation. It is 
quite in order that the first ray of hope for us all 
should come from Greece. The visit of M. Tricoupis 
has given the expression, the accentuated expression, 
to the political importance of the position Greece 
occupies in the East, an importance which is not 
sufficiently appreciated either in Europe or even in 
Greece. If it throws its weight with one or other 
of the contending Slavonic States of the Balkans, 
Greece will be in a position to have a decisive word. 
If the Balkan Confederation ever becomes a reality, 
it will be due to the Greek statesmen, and its history 
will commence from the day on which M. Tricoupis 
left Athens for Belgrade and Sofia. Greece alone 
can impose on herself, and make obligatory therefore 
on others, the sacrifices necessary for the formation 
of such a Confederation. It is evident that to live 
amicably as confederates, all the Balkan nations 
must sacrifice some ambitions, pretensions, and, per- 
haps, some real but minor interests for the sake of 
greater and higher interests. Greece could impose 
such sacrifices on the Bulgarians and Serbians, be- 
cause Greece could say to each of these nations: 


* Accept the Confederation or you will find yourself 
alone, opposed to a League!” 

Even if this journey of M. Tricoupis should have 
no immediate and material results, he has done 
honour to his country by coming forward as a Greek 
patriot—not as the leader of a political party—to 
inquire about the conditions of an eventual Con- 
federation. He has done only what could be ex- 
pected from him when he repeatedly declared in 
Belgrade, that the Greek nation, though divided into 
parties concerning internal questions, was always 
“ one and indivisible ” concerning its national foreign 
policy. He possibly disappointed somewhat the 
Serbian patriots who urged that a purely Greco- 
Serbian league was the first object to be aimed at, 
for he repeatedly and impressively declared that a 
far greater aim was the confederation of all the 
nations of the Peninsula, and that the first thing to in- 
quire into was: Why should not there be a sincere 
friendship between Greeks, Serbians, and Bulgarians, 
as well as sincere friendship between Greeks and 
Serbians? M. Tricoupis proved that he meant what 
he said when he went direct from Belgrade to see 
the Bulgarian leaders in Sofia. 

Many Serbians of different political parties united 
in offering a banquet to M. Tricoupis. The Radicals 
were represented by such leading men as Katich, the 
President of the National Assembly, Nikolayevich, 
late Rector of the University ; the Progressists were 
powerfully represented by the former Ministers, M. 
Garashanin, General Horvatorich, Colonel Franasso- 
vich; and the Liberals by General Leshyanin and 
Colonel Dragashevich. In answering the toast “To 
the Greek nation,’ coupled with his name, M. 
Tricoupis dwelt first on the duty of every Balkan 
nation to do everything in its power to keep up and 
develop its own national individuality, and then on 
the desirability that they all should learn to know 
each other better and approach each other closer. 
Once convinced of the solidarity of their rights 
and interests, the Balkan nations would march 
courageously forward, supporting each other in the 
accomplishment of their patriotic tasks. If they 
wait for outsiders and foreigners to protect their 
national interests, they will have to wait in vain. 
The independence of the Balkan peninsula can be 
secured only by the combined efforts of the Balkan 
nations themselves. These were the great truths 
which M. Tricoupis sought to impress on his hearers. 
It is not surprising that the banquet turned into an 
enthusiastic ovation for Greece and its great states- 
man. 

The numerous friends of M. Tricoupisin England 
will rejoice to see that he was as well received by the 
Bulgarian politicians as by the Serbians. And all 
friends of the Balkan nations must congratulate him 
on his self-imposed mission to the Serbians and 
Bulgarians, and find in his proceedings new grounds 
for hope in the ultimate, though probably not very 
speedy, establishment of the Balkan Confederation. 


MIJATOVICH. 


HOW THEY CHECK USELESS LITIGATION 
IN NORWAY. 


te this journal there appeared, a few weeks ago, 

an article describing how Norway controlled its 
retail liquor traffic; in the present article we pro- 
pose to describe another very important Norwegian 
institution, and show how that country controls its 
proposing litigants. 

Throughout the whole country there are estab- 
lished—in every town and parish—Boards of Con- 
ciliation, with the view of arranging disputes 
between parties out of court. Every proposing 


litigant must, as a preliminary step, present his case 
to the local Board of Conciliation to whose jurisdic- 
tion it belongs, and obtain the Board’s certificate 
that the case has been dealt with, unavailingly, by 
the Board of Conciliation, to bring about an amicable 
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settlement between the parties to it, before the 
case can be prosecuted further, in the courts of 
justice. Ifa defendant refuses to appear before the 
Board of Conciliation in answer to its summons, 
without lawful excuse, the Board certifies the fact, 
and the plaintiff has then free access to prosecute 
his case in the courts of justice; but in such a case, 
the defendant has to pay all the plaintiff's law costs 
in the court of first instance, no matter what its 
judgment on the merits may be. That circum- 
stance effectually secures the attendance of a de- 
fendant before the Board of Conciliation when 
summoned. 

The intervention of the local Boards of Concilia- 
tion does, as a matter of fact, nip the great bulk of 
possible litigation in the bud. According to the 
latest statistics on the subject at present available— 
for 1888—the Boards of Conciliation succeeded in 
amicably arranging out of court about 88 per cent. 
of the cases brought before them, leaving, thus, only 
about 12 per cent. to be prosecuted in the courts of 
justice. In 1888, the total number of cases brought 
before the Boards of Conciliation was 103,969. Of 
these, 83,315 cases were either withdrawn, con- 
ciliated, or refused certificate of access to the courts 
of justice ; 69,573 cases were small-debt cases; 7,886 
eases were cases in which the principal claim made 
was admitted to be correct by the defendant, in its 
material points, and the Board of Conciliation 
exercised in them, at the plaintiff's special request 
alone, its right, in undisputed cases, to impose a 
judgment on the defendant; 171 cases were under 
continuation at the close of the year; and only 12,957 
cases were certified for prosecution in the courts of 
justice. 

Broadly speaking, it may be said that every case 
that arises—except criminal cases the subject of 
public prosecution—must be presented, in the first 
instance, to the local Board of Conciliation. 

The plaintiff and defendant must appear in per- 
son before the Board of Conciliation unless lawfully 
excused; in which case they may appear by a 
deputy, who must be provided with a written 
mandate authorising him to bind his principal to 
any settlement of the dispute that may be arrived 
at. Practising solicitors, or anyone in their em- 
ployment, are disqualified from acting as deputy 
or appearing for another before the Boards of 
Conciliation, except in the special case of being 
the mandatory of a foreigner residing out of 
Norway. 

The expense of submitting a case to the Board of 
Conciliation is a perfect trifle. The costs are 10}d. 
fee for the summons to defendant to appear before 
the Board, a court-fee of 10}d. payable by the plain- 
tiff, when the case is heard; to which is added a 
second court-fee of 10}d., payable by the defendant, 
in the event of an amicable settlement of the dispute 
being arrived at by the Board’s conciliating offices. 
Of course, the terms of a settlement may include a 
different distribution of these fees. 

The 88 per cent. of cases, referred to above, were 
therefore amicably and finally arranged out of court 
by the intervention of the Boards of Conciliation, 
and settled speedily without any litigation whatever 
at an expense of 2s. 74d. each case. 

Solicitors appear on the scene after, not before, 
the Boards of Conciliation have dealt with the case. 
Until then they are entirely muzzled. The existence 
of the touting solicitor, or of the solicitor who takes 
up a case on speculation, is made impossible; and, 
further, a defendant is efficiently protected from a 
plaintiff who speculates on worrying him into a 
payment to compromise or settle a trumpery or 
trumped-up claim. 

Even the small fees stated above are only charge- 
able to people to whom it would be no hardship to 
pay them. A poor plaintiff or defendant to whom 


it would be a hardship to pay the fees—small as 
they are—is entitled to all the benefits of the inter- 
vention of the Boards of Conciliation without any 
The millionaire and the pauper 


charge whatever. 


stand on exactly the same terms as far as the merits 
of the case submitted are concerned; the millionaire 
has his wealth recognised in the matter of payment 
of the fees, and the pauper has his poverty recog- 
nised in the same matter by being charged no fees. 
The millionaire must stand or fall on the merits of 
his case alone, before the Board of Conciliation, 
without any assistance from solicitors skilled in the 
cunning of their craft. 

The general expenses of the Boards of Concilia- 
tion are paid out of the county rates, and the fees 
collected go into the commissioner’s own pockets, 
otherwise the position of commissioner of a Board of 
Conciliation is an honorary one. 

The Boards of Conciliation have, strictly speaking, 
not a judicial function, and cannot compel a plaintiff 
or defendant to accept their view of the merits of a 
case presented to them; but in a special and large 
class of cases, such as small debts, where the 
principal sum is admittedly due, and where dispute, 
if any, is confined to side issues, such as rate of 
interest on the debt, terms of payment, &c., the 
Boards may, in cases not exceeding 500 kroner in 
value (about £28), arbitrate on the issues in dispute, 
on the plaintiff's special demand to do so, alone, and 
impose on the defendant an interim judgment, which 
becomes absolute unless immediately appealed to the 
judge of the Court of First Instance. With the con- 
sent of both parties to a case the Boards may act as 
arbitrators, as such, assume a judicial function; in 
such a case the Board’s judgment is final and un- 
appealable, except on a technical ground. An ordin- 
ary case that has been amicably arranged before the 
Board of Conciliation is also finally settled with all 
the effect of a judgment as soon as the terms of the 
settlement are entered in the Board’s minute book 
and subscribed by the parties, the commissioners 
acting as witnesses; such a settlement is absolute 
and unappealable. 

Every town has its Board of Conciliation; and 
every parish throughout the country has its local 
Board, and if of very great extent may have 
more than one; as the law under which the 
Boards exist provides that, as a rule, no man shall 
be compelled to travel more than about twenty- 
eight English miles to reach his local Board of 
Conciliation. 

The Boards meet for the disposal of cases, once a 
week in towns, and once a month in rural districts. 
They sit de die in diem until all cases, in which 
summonses have been issued, have been called and 
heard, finally disposed of, or continued for a stated 
reason, accepted by the Board as good and sufficient, 
but only with consent of both parties, and a case 
can only be continued once, and must be finally 
disposed of at the Board’s next meeting. 

The Boards of Conciliation consist of two com- 
missioners, who are elected by popular vote. 
Solicitors are ineligible. The commissioners are 
always gentlemen of undoubted probity and the 
highest local standing. They are nominated for 
election by the municipal council in towns, and by 
the parish boards in rural districts. The localisa- 
tion of the Boards, the mode of appointment and 
intimate local knowledge of the commissioners, 
secures that, as a general rule, the commissioners 
have some personal acquaintance or knowledge of 
the parties who appear before them with their dis- 
putes, their private characters and circumstances ; a 
knowledge which is invaluable in promoting success- 
ful efforts at conciliation. The commissioners are 
elected to serve for three years. 

All cases brought before the Boards of Concilia- 
tion are heard in the strictest privacy, no others 
than the plaintiff and defendant being admitted to 
the presence of the commissioners. Having to appear 
in person, it very frequently happens that a plaintiff 
and defendant, when brought face to face with each 
other in the ante-room, while in attendance waiting 
for their case to be called, come to a settlement at 
the last moment, between themselves, so that, when 


called before the commissioners, all that remains for 
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these gentlemen to do is, to bind the parties to the 
terms of the settlement by a signed entry in the 
Board’s minute book. 

Besides the simplicity and costlessness of the pro- 
ceedings before the Boards of Conciliation, there is 
also great speed in arriving at a settlement, or in 
getting a case certified for prosecution in the courts 
of justice. A summons to appear before the Board 
of Conciliation need only have one clear day to run 
in towns, and four clear days in a rural district, 
before it must be answered; and when the case is 
called it must be disposed of, unless adjourned with 
the consent of both parties, and it can only be 
adjourned once, for a special stated reason, approved 
of by the commissioners, and only till the Board's 
next meeting. It must then be finally disposed of, 
and be amicably arranged, dismissed, or certified as 
competent for proceedings in the courts of justice. 

The advantage of Boards of Conciliation is so 
well understood and appreciated in Norway, that it 
is a very. common thing for the banks, in certain 
classes of their transactions, or when people gene- 
rally enter into a contract of any kind, that they 
insert an article into their contracts providing that, 
in the event of disputes arising, the parties to the 
contract bind themselves to accept and abide by the 
judgment of the local Board of Conciliation; the 
commissioners being in that case empowered to act 
as arbitrators, and their judgment as arbitrators 
acquires all the force of the judgment of a court of 
justice, and is unappealable except on a technical 


ground. THos. M. WILSON. 
Bergen, 1891. 


AN EPIC IN YELLOW. 


HERE was a culminating growth of irritation on 
board the Merrie Monarch. The Captain was 
markedly fitful and—to a layman’s eye—unreliable 
at the helm; the Honourable was smoking violently, 
and the Newspaper Correspondent (representing an 
American syndicate) chewed his cigar in silence. 

“Yes,” the Member of Parliament continued, “ if 
I had my way I'd muster every mob of Chinamen in 
Australia, I'd have one thundering big round-up, 
and into the Pacific and the Indian Sea they’d go to 
the crack of a stock-whip or the crack of something 
else that’s more convincing.” The Honourable was 
in accord with the Squatting Member in the principle 
of his argument if not in the violence of his remedies. 
He was a young travelling Englishman ; one of that 
class who are Radicals at twenty, Independents at 
thirty, and Conservatives at forty. He had not yet 
reached the intermedial stage. He saw in this mad- 
cap labour Member one of the crude but strong 
expressions of advanced civilisation. He had the 
noble ideal of Australia as a land trodden only by 
the Caucasian. The Correspondent, much to our 
surprise, had by his occasional interjections at the 
beginning of the discussion showed that he was not 
antipathetic to Mongolian immigration. The Cap- 
tain ?—That is to come. 

“Yes, I'd give em Botany Bay, my word!” 
added the Member as an anti-climax. 

The Captain let go the helm with a suddenness 
which took our breath away, and apparently utterly 
regardless that we were going straight as an arrow on 
the Island of Pentecost, the shore of which, in its topaz 
and emerald tints, being pretty enough to look at but 
not to attack end on. He pushed both hands down 
deep into his pockets and squared himself for war. 

“Mr. Member,” he said, “that kind of talk may 
be good enough for the House of Parliament and for 
labour meetings, but it isn’t proper diet for the 
Merrie Monarch. It’s a kind of political gospel 
that’s no better than the creed of the Malay who 
runs amuck. God's Providence! Where would your 
Port Darwin Country have been without the China- 
man? What would have come to tropical agri- 
culture in North Queensland if it hadn’t been for 


the same? And what would all your cities do for 
vegetables to eat and clean shirts to their backs if it 
wasn’t for the Chinkie? And as for their morals, 
look at the police records of any well-regulated city 
where they are—well-regulated, mind you; not like 
San Francisco! I pity the morals of a man and the 
stupidity of him and the benightedness of him that 
would drive the Chinaman out at the point of the 
bayonet or by the crack of a rifle. I pity that man, 
and—and I wash my hands of him.” 

And having said all this with a strong Scotch 
accent the Captain opportunely turned to his duty 
and prevented us from trying conclusions with the 
walls of a precipice, over which fell silver streams of 
water like giant ropes up which the Naiads might 
climb to the balmy enclosures where the Dryads 
dwelt. The beauty of the scene was but a mechanical 
impression, to be remembered afterwards when 
thousands of miles away, for the Correspondent now 
at last lit his cigar and took up the strain. “Say 
the Captain's right,” hesaid. “ You English are awful 
prigs and hypocrites, politically; as selfish a lot as 
you'll find on the face of the globe.” (The Honour- 
able’s face was a study. It was a whole gamut of 
expressions.) “But in this matter of the Chinaman 
there isn’t any difference between a man from Oregon 
and one from Sydney, only the Oregonian isn’t a 
prig and a hypocrite; he’s only a brute, a bragging, 
hard-handed brute. He got the Chinaman to build 
his railways—he couldn’t get any other race to do 
it; same fix as the planter in North Queensland with 
the Polynesian; and to serve him in pioneer times 
and open up the country, and when that was done 
he turns round and says, ‘Out you go, you Chinkie! 
out you go and out you stay! We're going to reap 
this harvest all alone! We're going to Chicago you 
clean off the table!’ And Washington, the Home of 
Freedom and Tammany Rings, shoves a prohibitive 
Bill through the Legislature just as Sir Henry Parkes 
did in Sydney ; only Sir Henry talked a lot of Sunday- 
school business about the solidarity of the British 
race, and Australia for the Australians, and all that 
patter, and the Oregonian showed his dirty palm of 
selfishness straight out, and didn’t blush either. 
‘Give ’em Botany Bay! Give ’em the stock-whip 
and the rifle!’ That's a nice gospel for the Anglo- 
Saxon dispensation !” 

The suddenness of the attack overwhelmed the 
Member, but he was choking with wrath. Hadn't he 
stone-walled in the New South Wales Parliament 
for nine hours, and been placed on a Royal Com- 
mission for that service? “My word!” But the 
box of cigars was here amiably passed by the 
Honourable, and what seemed like a series of inter- 
national complications was stayed. It was perhaps 
fortunate, however, that at this moment a new 
interest sprang up. We were rounding a lofty 
headland crowned with groves of cocoa-palms and 
bananas and with trailing skirts of flowers and 
vines, when we saw ahead of us a pretty little bay, 
and on the shore a human being plainly not a Poly- 
nesian. Up the hillside that rose suddenly from 
the beach was a thatched dwelling, not built open 
all round like most native houses, and apparently 
having but one doorway. In front of the house, 
and near it, was a tall staff, and on the staff the 
British Flag! 

In a moment we, too, had the British Flag flying 
at our mast-head. 

Long ago I ceased to wonder at coincidences, still 
I confess I was scarcely prepared for the Correspond- 
ent’s exclamation, as taking the marine glass from 
his eyes, he said, “ Well I’m decalogued, if it isn’t a 
Chinaman!” It certainly was so. Here on the 
Island of Pentecost, in the New Hebrides, was a 
Celestial washing clothes on the beach as much at 
home as if he were in Tacoma or Cooktown. The 
Member's “ My oath!” the Honourable’s “ Ah!” and 
the Captain’s chuckle were as weighty with import- 
ance as if the whole question of Chinese immigration 
was now to be settled. As we hove-to and dropped 
anchor a boat was pushed out into the surf by a 
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man who had hurriedly come down the beach from 
the house. In a moment or two he was alongside. 
An English face and English voice greeted us, and 
in the doorway of the house were an Englishwoman 
and her child. 

What pleasure this meeting gave to us and to 
the trader—for such he was—those only can know 
who have sailed these Southern Seas through long 
and nerveless tropic days, and have lived, as this 
man did with his wife and child, for months never 
seeing a white face, and ever in danger of an 
attack from cannibal tribes, who, when apparently 
most disposed to amity, are really planning a 
massacre. Yet with that instinct of gain so strong 
in the Anglo-Saxon, this trader had dared the worst 
for the chance of making money quickly and plenti- 
fully by the sale of copra to occasional vessels. But 
what should this wife and child be doing here? 
Traders generally avoided that danger I know their 
romantic story, but cannot tell it now. The China- 
man had come with the trader from Queensland, and 
Wwe were assured was “as good as gold.” If colour 
counted, he looked it. At this the pro-Mongolian 
magnanimously forbore to show any, signs of 
triumph. The Correspondent, on the contrary, 
turned to the Chinaman and began chaffing him; 
he continued it as the others, save myself, passed 
on towards the house. This was the close of the 
dialogue :—“ Well, you good Englishman, John ? 
You like British flag? You fight?” And John, 
blinking jaundicely, replied, “John allee samee 
Linglishman—muchee flightee blimeby—nigger no 
eatee China boy”; and he chuckled. 

A day and a night we lingered in the little Bay 
of Vivi, and then we left it behind; each one of us, 
however, watching till we could see the house on 
the hillside and the flag no longer, and one at least 
wondering if that secret passage into the hills from 
the palm-thatched home would ever be used as the 
white dwellers fled for their lives. 

We had promised that, if we came near the Island 
of Pentecost again on our cruise, we would spend 
an idle day or two again in the pretty bay. Two 
months passed and then we kept our word, and as 
we rounded the lofty headland the Correspondent 
said, “Say I'm hankering after that baby!” But 
the Captain at that moment hoarsely cried, “ God’s 
love! but where is the house and the flag?” Ay! 
where were they? There was no house and there 
was no flag above the Bay of Vivi! 

Ten minutes afterwards we stood beside the 
flagstaff, and at our feet lay a moaning, mangled 
figure. It was the Chinaman, and over his gashed 
misery were drawn the folds of that flag. What 
horror we feared for those who were not to be seen 
needs no telling here. 

As for the Chinaman, it was as he said; the 
cannibals would not “eatee Chinee boy.” They 
were fastidious. They left him, disdaining even 
to take his head for a trophy. Hours after, on 
board the Merrie Monarch, we learned in fragments 
the sad story. It was he that covered the retreat 
of the wife and child into the hills when the 
husband had fallen. (We found the two safe the 
next week on the other side of the Island.) 

The last words that the dying man said were 
these: “ Blitish flag wellee good thing, keepee China 
boy walm; wellee good thing, keepee China boy 
cold; plentee good thing, China boy sleepee in all 
a-time.” 

And soit was. With rude rites, but with reverent 
hands, we lowered him to the deep from the decks 
of the Merrie Monarch, and round him was that 
flag under which he had fought for English woman 
and English child so valorously. 


«* And he went like a warrior into his rest 
With the Union Jack around him.” 


That was the paraphrasing epitaph the Correspond- 
ent wrote in the pretty Bay of Vivi, and when he 
read it, we drank in silence to the memory of “a 
Chinkie.” 


G. P. 


LETTERS ‘'0 THE EDITOR. 


THE EDUCATION BILL: A WORD FOR THE 
CHILDREN. 


Srr,—In view of the very material relief now about to be 
afforded under the Government’s Assisted Education Bill to the 
parents of primary school pupils, the moment is particularly 
opportune for calling special attention to the necessity for 
extending in very many districts—indeed, most of the agricul- 
tural districts—the average length of school life. 

I am aware that freedom from fee-payment will, if the Bill 
becomes law, extend at least up to fourteen years of age, maybe 
beyond, but, as a practical worker in the cause, I am also 
thoroughly convinced that the very great majority of the pupils 
of many districts will have no opportunity of enjoying the best 
end of the education now so largely to become gratuitous, unless 
the standards for exemption for school attendance, varying as 
they do up and down the country from the Third to the Sixt 1 of 
the Standards of the Code, be materially raised. 

Even with the fee abolished for attendance beyond the limit 
of compulsion, parents cannot be expected to legislate for them- 
selves in advance of the Statute Book. 

The deplorably early age at which hundreds of thousands 
of infant toilers go out into the labour world is annually bewailed 
by the Committee of Council on Education. In their last issued 
report the Lords of the Committee say :— 

“We are sorry to find, on examining the school returns, that 
the education of so many children of ten years of age and 
upwards is discontinued, as soon as, by passing the prescribed 
standard, they are freed from the obligation to attend school, 
and become entitled to go to work. Out of 481,106 children pre- 
sented in Standard IV. in 1888, as many as 167,742 disappeared 
from the examination lists of our schools in 1889; while the 
309,388 scholars in Standard V. of 1888, fell in the year to 
138,864, and the 127,863 scholars in Standard VI. to 38,362.” 

The agricultural districts show even worse in this respect. 
Taking the four counties Wilts, Sussex, Cambridge, and Buck- 
ingham at random; in 1888 there were 19,305 pupils in these four 
counties in the Fourth Standard (which is easily reachable between 
the ages of ten and eleven years) ; in 1889 only 10,630 of these were 
still to be found at school; in 1890 so few as 4,426 remained at 
school to present themselves for examination in the Sixth 
Standard; and as far as can be ascertained the return for the 
current year will show less than 1,000 of the original 19,305 at 
school and completing the course of instruction laid down in the 
Code for the Primary scholar. 

“ From every quarter,” reported the majority of the Royal 
Commission, “we have been told that a very great majority of 
children now leave school as soon as they are legally exempted 
from attendance, and that ‘the education of the majority of 
scholars is thus prematurely closed.” Several witnesses assured 
the Commission that in parishes where there is much demand for 
children’s labour, and where the standard of exemption is as low as 
the Fourth, few children remain at school after ten years of age. 

The independent testimony of a rural school teacher is sig- 
nificant. He writeg:—‘ The standard for full-time exemption 
is the Fourth (reachable about ten years of age). Less than ten 
per cent. of my pupils ever remain beyond this limit. Indeed, 
so ludicrous is the haste displayed in leaving directly the law 
has been satisfied that the examination day is the last day 4 
which I ever see quite ninety per cent. of my Standard IV. 
scholars. They aalee up their minds they have passed, and, 
without waiting to be informed on the matter, they clear out the 
same day.” 

The extent of this evil is not fully realised until it is under- 
stood that there are 9,372 local school authorities—in whose 
hands, most unfortunately, this matter of exemption from school 
is left—administering areas with an aggregate population of 
8,230,109 souls, or 31°68 per cent. of the estimated population of 
the eountry,which make the Fourth Standard, which is easily reach- 
able, as we have said, between ten and eleven years of age, the 
“leaving ” standard for full-time labour of every species, except 
in factories, ete. So long as this anomaly exists, the victory of 
Thursday night last, ake which half-time labour in mills and 
factories is not permissible until eleven years of age, and full- 
time not until thirteen is attained, is decidedly qualified and 
limited in its scope. 

But, even worse than this, there are seven agricultural dis- 
triets which lay down the Third Standard as the limit of full- 
time exemption. Probably not one in a hundred of the children 
in these seven enlightened Arcadian districts ever enters a school 
door after ten years of age. The same may be said of the little 
ones in the sixty-eight localities which have set up no educa- 
tional qualification at all, and merely require a child to attend 
between the ages of five and ten! To the reader who, os 
read thus far, is somewhat startled at the figures here disclosed, 
it should be said that the child who wishes to proceed to half- or 
full-time labour is touched by two series of Acts—the Factory Act 
of 1878 (now happily to be amended), and the Education Acts of 

1870 and 1876. Under the Factory Act, and after January, 1893, 
under no circumstances may a child be permitted to work half- 
time until ten years of age, or full-time until thirteen. 
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Under the Education Acts a child may at once proceed to 
half- or full-time labour—hedging, ditching, dropping “ taters,” 
searing crows, or what you will, at ten years of age, provided he 
has acquired the educational attainments — often of the most 
meagre description, and in sixty-eight districts dispensed with 
altogether—prescribed by the local authorities. 

The introduction into the Government Bill of any question 
as to the limit of compulsion would probably raise a set of con- 
siderations that might over-weight the measure, and, perhaps, 
delay its passing. ‘This must not happen at any price. 

Probably the case might be met if, with the intimation 
announcing the changes in the national policy in respect of 
school fees, the Education Department sent down a very strong 
recommendation to the local authorities impressing upon them 
the great need for uniformly fixing the standard for total exemp- 
tion at least as high as the standard universally adopted in 
Seotland, viz., the Fifth, 


WHY NOT A CROMWELL EXHIBITION? 


S1r,— Within the last few years we have had exhibitions in 
London of relics, portraits, ete., of members of the Stuart and 
Tudor families and their contemporaries. This year we have had 
a similar exhibition of the four Georges. These exhibitions have 
attracted the public in great numbers, and have proved, I believe, 
financially successful. But Iam greatly surprised to find that 
no attempt is being made to get up an exhibition connected with 
the Protectorate of Oliver Cromwell—* The greatest Prince that 
ever ruled England ” (Macaulay). 

Numbers of original letters, portraits, weapons, ete., and other 
interesting relics of those mighty men who made England re- 
spected and feared throughout Europe, and who formed the bone 
and sinew of the New England over the sea, are seattered through- 
out the length and breadth of this country. Perhaps one of the 
most interesting of these relies is the noble head of the great 
Protector himself, struck off with such malignity by his enemies 
at Tyburn gallows two years after his burial at Westminster 
Abbey, and subsequently placed over the entrance to the Great 
Hall, where it remained a long time, in company with the heads 
of Ireton and Bradshaw. Surely all of us who are proud of 
being the fellow-countrymen of Oliver Cromwell, John Slenadon, 
Milton, Eliot, Pym, and their brother-heroes, and who value 
the Protestant religion and the liberties which they secured at 
such a price for their descendants, would be deeply interested in 
an exhibition recalling the glorious memories of the mighty dead. 
Are not our Puritan fathers at least as worthy of honourable 
remembrance as Henry VIII., murderer and adulterer; Mary 
Stuart; James I.; Charles I., with his Star Chamber, ship- 
money, and his ideas of the divine right of kings to do what- 
soever seemed right in their eyes; Charles II., the shameless 
profligate and hireling of France; James II.; the four Georges, 
whose characters and conduct Walpole and Thackeray have so 
faithfully portrayed? Are not, Task, our patriots and martyrs 
better than these? It might be said that the life-work .of the 
Cromwellians, as well as that of Fox, Bunyan, the Wesleys, and 
Whitfield, has been so woven into the heart of the nation that so 
long as that heart endures the effect and example of these illus- 
trious men must endure also—* Si monumentym quzris, cireum- 
spice.” 

Nevertheless, were a collection of relies, ete., of their epoch 
brought together under one roof in London, it could not fail to 

rove of surpassing interest to the English-speaking race on 
th sides of the Atlantic, and tend to foster in the hearts of 
the rising generation deep feelings of love and veneration for 
their heroic and saintly fathers.—I am, yours faithfully, 0.D 
London, June, 1891. aii 


GAMBLING, EXTORTING, AND ACCUMULATING. 


Sr1r,—I pees that the gambling principle or element is to 
be discerned in every transaction in which the gain by one or by 
some of the persons concerned therein—and which necessarily 
involves a loss to another or to others of such persons—is deter- 
mined by some result or issue which cannot with certainty be 
foretold by any of them at the time when they severally enter 
into the compact which forms the basis of the transaction. 

If all such transactions are immoral, then the purchase of 

in anticipation of realising a profit thereon, not by virtue 
of any additional utility-value imparted to such goods by the 
purchaser thereof, but simply through an advance in their 
market-price, must also be immoral. . 

It surely cannot be rationally contended that there is any 
moral distinction between staking money on the prospect of a 
rise in the market-price of cotton on the one hand, and upon that 
of the winning of a race by a certain horse on the other. And 
accordingly the enormous wealth of Mr. Peabody, the philan- 
thropist (the result, I believe, of suecessful operations on the 
Stock Exchange), must represent the sum acquired by him 
through the practice, on a large scale, of such immorality. 
Whether it be so or not I do not profess to decide; I would ay 
invite those who denounee the principle, when it appears in one 
or more particular forms to which they happen to object, to be 
consistent by denouncing it in all. 

But as regards the economic question, I would say that each 


and every amount of wealth that is gained by one, and which in 
the acquisition thereof shall not have conferred au equal amount 
of aggregate benefit upon a greater or less number of others, 
must, to the extent that it does not have this result, involve a loss 
at least equal to the gain, because all wealth is the production of 
labour ; and no person can acquire wealth in any degree, nor yet 
even exist, by his own paseo labour. 

In all trading and commercial operations, as at present con- 
ducted, gambling and extortion (I use this term in its economic, 
and not in a moral, sense) are predominant features, while those 
of bribery and fraud are scarcely less discernible ; and the 
aggregate waste of wealth-productive power which they involve 
vastly and immeasurably exceeds the amount of wealth that 
results therefrom. 

It must be so if the assertion of “A Merchant” (who, 
therefore, is presumptively a competent authority) in his letter 
on the Co-operative Movement in THE SPEAKER of the 6th inst. 
may be accepted as true, for in the last paragraph of his letter 
he says, “ We all prey upon each otlier, co-operatives included.” 
And the conclusion which his argument appears to logically 
involve is that co-operative trading organisations occasion a 
national loss, because they do not prey so successfully upon 
—— as does the individual trading which they tend to dis- 

ace. 

. The industrial waste in a game at baccarat—irrespective of 
that (if any) of the fe themselves—is infinitesimally small 
in comparison to that (which increases with each and every 
increase in trade) involved in the production of the materials 
for this commercial, predatory, and wealth-destructive strife, 
inasmuch as the wealth for which those engaged therein gamble 
(and, more or less frequently, cheat) is composed of the earnings 
of industry extorted through an arbitrarily imposed necessity 
which is attributable to the fact that the industrial classes are 
compelled to pay for the permission to exercise industrial fune- 
tions of any and every description ; and the price of this com- 
mercial commodity advances “pro rata” with each and every 
increase of productive power, but to which those from whom 
such permissive grants as they may choose to sell or let must be 
bought have, in a vast number of cases, contributed nothing 
whatever. 

The accumulation of wealth that is based upon extortion I 
believe to bo the main cause to which pernicious gambling is 
traceable. It is condemned in Scripture, both Old (see Deut. 
xvii. 17) and New; and with especial force by the Author of 
Christianity Himself. 

There are two distinct remedies for vicious gambling and for 
immoderately accumulating. The one is that enjoined b 
Christ, and consists in “ distributing that which you have got,” 
and the other consists in the strict observance of the funda- 
mental economic law which enjoins that each should earn what 
he gets; and then none would get more than they ought to 
have; and if any should get more than they want or can utilise, 
they would have the satisleetion of knowing that they had given 
more than equivalent UTiLiry-value in return for that which 
they would have received. 

I believe these to be the conclusions which the fundamental 
axioms and principles enunciated by the great author of “ The 
Wealth of Nations ” logically and necessarily involve. 

And it appears to me that the generally recognised authori- 
ties on political economy, instead of correctly applying these 

—— to existing conditions, have advanced a theory of the 
aw of supply and demand which will not stand the test of 
analysis.—I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

RicHarD W. PERKINS. 

King-Stanley, Gloucestershire, 22nd June, 1891. 


A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


THE SPEAKER OFFICE, 
Friday, June 26th, 1891. 
J HAT was the most important event of the 
year 1700? Although a desultory reader, 
like Sir Walter’s average hero, I have a fancy, 
now and then, to post rapidly along a big tract of 
history, taking but one guide at each stage, and 
caring little so long as he differs agreeably in 
features and conversation from his predecessor. 
So a diarist will give place to an historian, and 
the historian to an essayist, and nothing be asked 
of them except that they amuse and carry me on. 
It is for pleasure, not to explore, that I travel: and 
if a man chooses, instead of climbing an Alp, to look 
at it from the window of a railway-carriage, that is 
his affair. 


I had taken up Pepys and read him through; 
had felt inclined to proceed with Anthony Hamilton, 
and afterwards with Macaulay: and had done so. 
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Coming to the year 1700, where Macaulay breaks in 
his stride and falters, to drop, a few pages later, like 
a tired runner, I asked myself the above question ; 
and answered it, after a little consideration. 


The year 1700 is chiefly memorable as that in 
which Uncle Toby and Corporal Trim posted down 
to Shandy Hall and began their military operations 
on the bowling-green behind the tall yew-hedge. I 
assert this, not because I place fiction above history 
and hold that Uncle Toby on his bowling-green is 
the most delightful figure in fiction. It is true that 
the pictures of Odysseus among the wooers, of Crusoe 
discovering the footprint, of Rebecca on the ledge, of 
Gerard and Denis awaiting their assassins in the bed- 
chamber, of the musketeers on the bastion of Saint- 
Gervais—all these affect me less. But just now I am 
talking of history rather than of fiction ; and pro- 
pose to show that the puffs which Trim blew against 
the mimic fortress from his two Turkish tobacco- 
pipes have had more result than all the powder and 
ball spent in Marlborough’s campaigns. 


Of course they, too, may be traced back to the 
windmill against which Don Quixote tilted. Quixote 
begat Uncle Toby, and Sancho Panza the Corporal. 
But let us begin on English ground, which, indeed, 
yielded so much of its own quality to the breed as 
practically transmuted it. Uncle Toby begat Com- 
modore Trunnion: Trim had two sons—Lieutenant 
Hatchway and Tom Pipes. 


The bowling-green, with its sentry-box, toy 
cannon and model town, was too good to leave no 
descendant. It left many, in fiction and fact. Com- 
modore Trunnion, it will be remembered, had a ditch 
about his house, with a draw-bridge, and a court full 
of patararoes, or swivel-guns, that were always kept 
loaded with shot and fired off on great occasions, 
And you will meet many great-grandchildren of this 
notion in fiction—in “Great Expectations,” for in- 
stance, and one or two other works of Dickens. Of 
course you will meet them in fact. Mr. Wilde in his 
essay on the “ Decay of Lying” prepares you for this. 
Just as London, some while ago, was full of women 
whom Rossetti and Burne Jones had first created on 
canvas; just as “our nineteenth century as we know 
it, is largely an invention of Balzac”; so we may be 
sure the eighteenth century was not long in catching 
up that excellent idea of Uncle Toby’s hobby-horse. 
Here is one instance out of a probable hundred :— 


On the 26th of January, 1765, Lord Byron— 
grand-uncle of the poet—killed his friend and neigh- 
bour, Mr. Chaworth, in a duel at the “Star and 
Garter” tavern, which stood on the site of the 
present Carlton Club. The two men fought, without 
witnesses, in a room lit only by one rush-light, and 
there was a suspicion of foul-play which drove Lord 
Byron out of society. He retired to Newstead, and 
having served, in his youth, as lieutenant under 
Admiral Balchen, he spent the rest of his life in con- 
ducting sham-fights on the lake, between two “ baby- 
forts’ that he built on the shore, and a little vessel 
he had brought, on wheels, from the coast. 


Let us go back to Trunnion: for he is important. 
It is not too much to say that he and his retainers— 
grotesque and absurd as they are—have done more 
to shape the landsman’s notion of a British naval 
officer and a British Tar than all the men who really 
fought our battles, from Blake’s time to Pellew’s. 
When Smollett wrote I don’t suppose there was 
upon the seas an officer who had two characteristics 
in common with Trunnion: and though the Commo- 
dore undoubtedly begat imitators I suspect they 
were extremely few. The naval officer of to-day is 
just the naval officer of Elizabeth’s time—one of the 
finest gentlemen on earth. What evidence have we 


of the intrusion of the old grog-nosed, hard-swearing 


bully who stood so long as a type of the British 
admiral and captain? 


If you go to the Naval Exhibition you will find 
no evidence at all. The great commanders whose 
pictures hang there carry the well-bred, cultivated, 
fine-gentleman tradition straight from Drake and 
Essex and Howard of Effingham to the present day. 
Take them as a whole and more intellectual faces 
you can hardly see. Look at Rodney, Duncan, 
Sidney Smith, Nelson—is it not simply astounding 
that the fragile Nelson, with that beautiful face and 
exalted look, the man whose name is the very kernel 
of our national pride, should have been unable to 
efface the old Trunnion nonsense ? 


It is the same with Tom Pipes. After Tom Pipes 
all our seamen were hornpiping drunken imbeciles, 
who bade farewell to Sue in language full of allusions 
to lee-braces, bobstays, loblolly boys and sheet 
anchors, who wore very small jackets and very big 
breeches, dancing-pumps and a little japanned hat. 
Against these pictures, Mr. Clark Russell once pro- 
tested, with righteous wrath, in an essay on “The 
Old Sea-dog.” That Dibdin wrote about such is no 
proof; for Dibdin knew as little about the sea as 
most men. 


But what about Marryat? For Marryat knew 
what he was talking about and yet perpetuated the 
Trunnion tradition. I expect it must be answered 
that Marryat knew his public as well as he knew the 
Navy, and found that the public wanted sea-dogs of 
that particular breed. No doubt they were to be 
found, such is the influence of fiction upon fact : and 
the eye, as Sir Edward Clarke pointed out the other 
day, sees what it expects to see. But whether Eng- 
land’s sailors corresponded to the popular conception 
of them or not, is no matter of mine. I am only 
concerned to show that the most remarkable event 
of the year 1700 occurred, some years later, in a 
book : and that the Navy in which Britons take 
pride—which, after all, is the real navy for them— 
was made by two retired soldiers, out of a hobby- 
horse, a Montero-cap, and a few other toys, on a 
rood-and-a-half of ground at the bottom of a 
kitchen-garden. 


REVIEWS. 


BROWNING AS A TEACHER. 


BrownING AS A PHILOSOPHICAL AND Reticiovs TEACHER. 
Jones, M.A., Professor of Philosophy in the University College 


By Henry 


of North Wales. Glasgow: James Maclehose & Sons. 1891. 


F—as we hold—the proper business of a critic be 
to bring to light the design of his artist and in- 
terpret it for less discerning men, we have but one 
fear for Professor Jones’s book. Itis a sound, careful, 
and balanced piece of criticism; it enriches the mass 
of “ Browning literature” with a dignity of which it 
stood in painful need ; it is a worthy tribute paid by 
a philosopher to a poet. Our one doubt is, Will it 
be read? For the professor’s English is by no 
means so luminous as his intelligence. He is not 
easily followed: and fails not only in the graces, 
but in the logical requirements of a good prose style. 
His conjunctions and his paragraphs do little justice 
to the connection and proportion of his arguments: 
and we close the book feeling that he sees much 
more lucidly than he can reveal. 

We hasten to say that he sees very lucidly indeed. 
His estimate of Browning's place in English poetry 
and his apprehension of Browning’s “ message” (to 
use the cant term) are remarkably judicious and 
accurate, if we may hold any opinion at all on the 
matter so soon after the poet’s death. Professor 


Jones points out how, after the age of prose, the 
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recognition of a divine element in the world crept 
back into our poetry, with Shelley and Wordsworth ; 
that with Shelley it was little more than “an im-- 
passioned sentiment, a glorious intoxication,’ whereas 
to Wordsworth in his secluded Rydal, far from the 
“dreary intercourse of daily life,” it resulted “in a 
serene and blessed mood,” a tranquil, contemplative 
joy that was a medicine indeed, but not applicable 
to the sick souls of men and women, struggling in a 
tumultuous world. Two Englishmen in this century 
spoke to the crowd of their fellow-creatures and 
showed that everyone had a share in this divine 
element, and thereby a responsible position in the 
great scheme of things; that every man is his 
brother’s keeper, and has to work out a due share in 
the destiny of humanity. These two Englishmen 
were, of course, Carlyle and Browning. 

Both Carlyle and Browning were interested, first 
and foremost, in the development of human charac- 
ter: but the one in the end found mankind so 
utterly mean and small, and had so constant a dis- 
position (to use Mazzini’s words) to crush the human 
being by comparing him with God, that he landed in 
despair and profitless pessimism. Browning, on the 
other hand, sounded to the end the note of triumph : 
to him it was always— 


God’s in His heaven, — 
All’s right with the world.” 


And Professor Jones shows us how this happened. 

He died an optimist: but he was always a fight- 
ing optimist. He would not be content with proving 
that God was right “on the whole;” he shirked no 
embarrassing details ; but knew that, to justify God, 
he had to justify all God’s ways to man. Con- 
sequently, as Dr. Westcott said, “he has dared to 
look on the darkest and meanest forms of action and 
passion, from which we commonly and rightly turn 
our eyes, and he has brought back for us from this 
universal survey a conviction of hope.” “My stress 
lay,” says the poet, in his preface to “ Sordello,” “on 
the incidents in the development of a soul: little else 
is worth study;” and, confident that there is no 
such thing as a human soul without anything of the 
divine in it, a soul 

“all the same 


Of absolute and irretrievable black, black’s soul of black 
Beyond white’s power to disintensify,” 


he had the courage to seek the “ tongue of elemental 
flame” even in such souls as those of Guido and Mr. 
Sludge, Ned Bratts and the hero of “Fifine at the 
Fair.” 

But an Optimism such as this, which was Brown- 
ing’s religion, must sooner or later come to blows 
with Ethics. For if there be no incident in human 
history, however ugly and miserable, but has its place 
in a scheme of universal good; and if a God thus fills 
the universe with his presence, he encroaches on the 
freedom and extinguishes the independence of man 
and shuts him off from all moral achievement. This, 
however, is just what Browning was of all men least 
likely to allow. He has no patience with the passive 
character that allows itself to be shaped, or to grow 
like a plant: he will allow no acquiescence in his own 
optimism. It is even better, he teaches, to seek evil 
with one’s whole mind, than to be lukewarm in good- 
ness: to quote Dr. Westcott again, “the spirit in 
which Luther said Pecca fortiter finds in him 
powerful expression.” Let us take but one passage 
to prove this, the moral of “The Statue and the 
Bust”— 

“Let a man contend to the uttermost 
For his life’s set prize, be it what it will! 


“The counter our lovers staked was lost 
As surely as if it were lawful coin : 
And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost 


‘*Ts the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin 
Though the end in sight was a vice, I say, 
You, of-the virtue (we issue join) 

How strive you ?—‘De te fabula!’” 


If then Browning “ finds the universe a great plot 
against a pied morality,” how does he reconcile the 


optimistic belief that God shapes all human action 
for the best with the other belief that man has to 
fight the battle of morality in the world? 

If we understand Professor Jones rightly, Brown- 
ing holds that God places all human good in this 
very battle of morality; and that by fighting man 
fulfils his function. ‘The root of Browning's joy is 
in the need of progress towards an infinitely high 
goal. He rejoices 

“that man is hurled 
From change to change unceasingly, 
His soul’s wings never furled.” 


The bliss of endeavour, the infinite worth of the 
consciousness of failure, with its evidence of coming 
triumph, “ the spark that disturbs our clod,” these 
are the essence of his optimistic interpretation of 
human life, and also of his robust ethical doctrine. 
This is as much as to say that man’s bliss lies in 
working out his evolution. And Browning was fully 
aware how it really is to man’s honour, that he was 
once an ape and is now something better— 


“T like the thought He should have lodged me once 
I’ the hole, the cave, the hut, the tenement, 
The mansion and the palace ; made me learn 
The feel o’ the first, before I found myself 
Loftier i’ the last.” 


So man works out his moral progress, which “ is the 
best thing in the world and out of it,” towards an 
ideal which he will never attain, but which spurs 
him on with “the sting that bids nor sit nor stand 
but go.” The ideal without the process is nothing. 
But where Browning failed, according to Professor 
Jones, was that he at this point grows weak in 
courage and did not go on to recognise the imma- 
nence of God in man. Man reaches up to God—by 
what? Not by Knowledge, says the poet, for human 
knowledge is finite and the truth that each man 
reaches is only truth for him, relative, distorted. 
By what then? Browning’s answer is, by Love. 

Here Professor Jones demurs. He fairly and 
frankly explains Browning’s treatment of the prin- 
ciple of Love, and thereafter, for the rest of the 
volume, argues against this dethronement of the 
head in favour of the heart, this neglect of the 
intellect for the feelings, and shows that a theory 
of life so constructed must rest on a basis of agnos- 
ticism. It is weightily, if, here and there, obscurely 
argued. It is moreover the natural protest of the 
philosopher against the poet, and (we suspect) will 
always be. 

For Browning, after all, was an artist: and an 
artist is bound, in our humble opinion, to commit the 
mistake—if mistake it be—of laying stress first on 
the emotions. It is true that Browning. was of all 
poets the one whom philosophers had a chance to 
find on their side. He was no “ God-intoxicated 
man” but a sturdy thinker ; and we admit that “in 
nothing is he more original than in the manner in 
which he takes up his task and assumes his artistic 
function. In his postponement of feeling to thought 
we recognise a new poetic method. .. .”’ This is 
true. In his method he postponed feeling to thought. 
But when it came to utterance, he spoke in poetry, 
and speaking in poetry he was compelled to reverse 
his method and speak in terms of feeling. He had 
to offer his doctrine in the terms of his art, and his 
art, by its very nature, subjects thought to feeling. 
He was strong, but poetry was stronger: and he 
obeyed. There is little chance, now that Browning 
has failed, that the breach between poetry and 
philosophy will ever be healed. 

Professor Jones introduces his book modestly 
enough. “I am conscious,’ he says, “that it is 
wrong to a poet to neglect, or even to subordinate, 
the artistic aspect of his work. At least, it would 
be wrong, if our final judgment on his poetry were 
to be determined on such a method. But there is a 
place for everything ; and even in the case of a great 
poet, there is sometimes an advantage in attempting 
to estimate the value of what he has said, apart 
from the form in which he has said it.” That our 
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author has done this exceedingly well we have 
already hinted; and we must add that when he 
comes to the leap which Browning declined, and 
takes it on his own account, Professor Jones proves 
himself not only an able, but a remarkably bold, 
thinker. 


MEMOIRS OF BARON HAUSSMANN. 


Vol. I.: Avant l’Hétel de Ville. 
Paris: Victor Havard. 1890. 
THE memoirs of Baron Haussmann give an interest- 
ing account of a remarkable career. The two 
volumes at present before us only contain half the 
promised work; we do not know whether their 
author has left the concluding half in a state to 
be published. They comprise, however, the fullest 
answer to his enemies ; they show that, whatever he 
may have owed to Imperial favour, he gained his 
position by passing through the lower grades of an 
arduous administration and distinguishing himself 
in each; and by a minute and sometimes dry 
examination of the financial operations of the 
Prefecture of the Seine, they prove that his ex- 
penditure of money was based on sound calculations, 
and that he was himself no personal gainer by the 
transformation of Paris. Both volumes have an 
especial value for English readers at a time when 
local government, both in town and country, is 
assuming a large importance amongst political 
questions. Baron Haussmann was born and educated 
in the administration. His father, married at the 
age of eighteen to a wife of seventeen, served in the 
commissariat under the First Napoleon and Louis 
Philippe, and survived the fall of the Second Empire 
by six years. The hero, of whom several portraits 
adorn the pages of his memoirs, showing how long 
his correct and intelligent features resisted the 
ravages of age, became officially acquainted with a 
wide expanse of France before he was summoned to 
the capital. Born about the same time as Mr. 
Gladstone and Count Cavour, he began his career at 
the age of twenty-two as secretary to the Prefecture 
of Vienne. He owed this early promotion to the 
friendship of the Duke of Orleans, then Due de 
Chartres, who sat next to him on the benches of the 
Collége Henri IV., and who remained his warm 
friend until his own untimely death. After this he 
became successively sous-préfet of Yssingeaux, high 
in the mountains of Le Puy; of Nérac, on the 
frontiers of Gascony and Guyenne; of Saint Girons, in 
the old country of Foix, where his principal duty was 
to prevent smuggling on the Spanish frontier ; and of 
Blaye in the Gironde, some thirty miles from Bord- 
eaux. Here he acquired a fine taste in the dis- 
crimination of claret, which was useful to him in 
stocking the cellars of the Hétel de Ville. His first 
prefecture was the Puy de Déme—a territory over 
which any viceroy might be proud to rule. In 1850 
he was transferred to the Yonne, where his assist- 
ance was particularly needed to repress revolutionary 
movements, and to secure adhesion to the Imperial 
régime, which was then looming in the distance. The 
Second of December found him Prefect of the Gironde, 
in which capacity he undoubtedly rendered good ser- 
vice to his future Sovereign. In all these different 
posts, Haussmann made his mark, and of each success- 
ive residence he has something interesting to relate, 
although his memoirs as they proceed enforce the 
conclusion that the duties of a French préfet are 
more like those of an Indian commissioner than 
those of an Eaglish mayor. > 
Arriving at Yssingeaux on the evening of a 
market day, he found the doors of his official 
residence obstructed by a drunken crowd, and his 
first official duty was to convey some of those 
wounded in the fray to the hospital. In the survey 


Mémorres pu Baron HavssMann. 
Vol. II.: Préfecture de la Seine. 


of his domain, he only escaped by an accident from 
sleeping at an inn where the killing and robbing of 
travellers was a common industry. At Nérac he 
found an entire absence of roads; the country com- 
munications were nothing better than beaten tracks, 


and the high-road between Nérac and Agen, the 
chief town of the department, existed only on paper. 
In the seven years of his sojourn at this place the 
roads of the Lot-et-Garonne were Haussmannised 
like the streets of Paris at a later period. Com- 
munication became easy, and the value of the land 
was greatly raised. Nérac formed part of the duchy 
of Albret, which came to Henri IV. through his 
mother. Traditions of his rustic passions still lingered 
in the district. Haussmann worked hard at the 
improvement of education, and in the educational 
map drawn up by Guizot when Minister, Nérac 
figures as a white spot in the general blackness of 
the Gironde. One day he was surprised by a visit 
from Georges Sand, the Baroness Dudevant. She 
had been separated from her husband, but was 
allowed the care of her children. Her daughter, 
Solange, afterwards Madame Déringer, had been 
carried off in Georges Sand’s absence from Nohant, 
her usual residence, and it is feared that the father 
intended to convey her to Spain, where she would 
be out of French jurisdiction. Haussmann, armed 
with an order from the Home Office, restored the 
child to her mother, and was rewarded by a two- 
days visit and a lifelong friendship. 

The removal to Saint Girons was the reverse of 
a promotion, but the country was lovely and the 
duties new and interesting. Ustori, a portion of his 
province, was inhabited by bear-hunters, whose 
occupation was to seize the baby-cubs in their ten- 
derest infancy, and to rear them in the interests of 
art. Little bears played on the doorsteps with the 
children, the cats, and the dogs; there was even said 
to be an elementary school for bears in the village. 
St. Girons was followed by Blaye, where there was 
nothing to do in the government of a rich and 
peaceable community. Haussmann might reason- 
ably have expected a speedy promotion, but he was 
obliged to wait at Blaye for six years. The Duke 
of Orleans, his powerful friend, had died in 1842. He 
was not appointed Prefect of the Charente till 
January, 1848, but the revolution of the succeeding 
month swept away prefects and _ sub - prefects, 
Ministers and monarch, into a common limbo. 

As we have said above, Haussmann was able to 
be of service to Prince Louis Napoleon whilst Prefect 
of the Gironde, and he was brought into’ personal 
connection with him. It was at Bordeaux that the 
President made the remarkable declaration that the 
Empire was Peace. Haussmann also owed something 
to the fact that he was the godson of Prince Eugéne 
Beauharnais. So when it became necessary to replace 
M. Berger, who was unequal to the situation as the 
new Emperor conceived it, and a list of possible 
prefects was submitted to the Sovereign, with Hauss- 
mann’s name at the head in order of seniority, the 
Emperor declared that it was needless to go further, 
and that he was quite satisfied. The news came 
upon Haussmann like a thunderbolt. He at first 
refused, and only yielded when he was told that it 
was the personal wish of the Emperor, who would 
take no denial. The post was indeed an arduous 
one. Haussmann compares it to the great organ 
of S. Roch, whose largest pipes it was impossible to 
blow, for fear they should break the windows. The 
Civil Governor of Paris was entrusted with such 
enormous powers, that it was impossible to put them 
forth. M. Berger had confined himself within the 
ideas of. municipal government, as he understood 
them. He wished to remain upon safe ground, and 
not to incur liabilities which he could not meet. 
The Emperor had far other views. Paris was to 
be transformed. From a congeries of narrow and 
tortuous streets, picturesque in aspect and in associa- 
tion, dear to the artist and man of letters, but 
irreconcilable with the demands of modern sanita- 
tion, he desired to create a world-capital, which 
should not only strike the imagination of French- 
men, but be a place of assembly for the civilised 
universe. He also desired, although this object is 
passed over lightly by M. Haussmann,,to reconstruct 
the new capital as to make émeutes Bhd barricades 
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impossible, and to bring the mighty heart of France 
under control by the permanent possibility of a 
“whiff of grape-shot.” Napoleon I. had left the 
sketch of a plan, which his nephew was desirous to 
carry out. In the prosecution of these designs, too 
minute a regard could not be paid either to finan- 
cial or parliamentary considerations. Haussmann 
grasped the idea that the expense would repay itself, 
and that a new Paris would be a good investment if 
boldly entered upon. He also insisted that Paris did 
not belong merely to its own inhabitants, but to the 
whole country ; that the Sovereign must be the final 
arbiter of its destinies, and that, if a municipal 
council was required to give effect to decrees, a sub- 
servient council must be created. 

At the fall of the Empire, Haussmann felt the full 
shock of fidelity to his master. The extravagance with 
which the reconstruction of Paris had been carried 
out, the reckless speculation which had accompanied 
it, the large debt which still remained to be liquidated 
when the unexpected catastrophe occurred, were all 
laid to his charge. After the lapse of twenty years, 
when the career of the public servant has terminated 
by death, we can afford to be just, and even generous. 
We can appreciate the zeal and energy which has 
enriched French dictionaries by a new word, and 
can believe that the mistakes incurred were rather 
due to the Imperial Government than to the parti- 
cular department over which Haussmann ruled. The 
larger part of the work done by the great préfet 
does not meet the eye. We are familiar with the 
transformation of the Champs Elysées and the Bois 
de Boulogne, with the colossal Avenue de I'Impéra- 
trice, the Trocadéro, and the Boulevards, and visit 
with admiration the Parks of Buttes-Chaumont, 
Montsouris, and Monceaux, and the picturesque 
breathing-space of the Bois de Vincennes; but the 
services of water and of sewers require special 
knowledge to be appreciated. The extent of the 
latter reached in 1869 to one hundred and fifty 
leagues, of which only fifteen kilométres were of 
the old type. Under his rule of seventeen years 
nine bridges across the Seine were rebuilt and four 
new bridges constructed. The churches were not 
forgotten; a very large number owe their enlarge- 
ment to Haussmann, although it must be admitted 
that the type of religious edifice favoured by him 
was not of the most spiritual kind. He constructed 
or enlarged eleven Hotels de Mairie, a Prefecture of 
Police, six large barracks for soldiers, five theatres, 
the public slaughter-houses, and a large number of 
markets. <A large portion of the money at his dis- 
posal was given to public education, and the school 
buildings which are due to him are too numerous 
to record. We have not mentioned the Hotel 
Dieu and the Grand Opéra, which still remain the 
glories of the Empire. He has been generally 
charged as responsible for the enormous increase 
of rents which took place under the Empire, and 
which seriously affected the poorer classes. He 
remarks with justice that this was in great measure 
compensated for by the rise of salaries and of gains 
of every kind, that it was due to a general deprecia- 
tion of the purchasing power of money, and that, if 
it had not been for him, the effects would have been 
still more serious. The artisan, who gained five 
francs a day, instead of three, grumbled at having 
to spend fifty or a hundred francs more a year on 
a lodging, larger, more airy, better lighted, and more 
healthy than the unwholesome den in which he 
before stifled with his family. 

Haussmann fell with the appointment of Ollivier in 
January, 1870. The Emperor was soon weary of the 
incapacity of his new Cabinet; and we learn from 
an interesting conversation, related in the memoirs, 
held at St. Cloud on June 13th of the same year, 
that he intended to return to a more monarchical 
régime, when he was surprised by the Spanish Ques- 
tion, which led speedily to war. Haussmann was 
at least spared the indignity of falling before the 
vengeance of the Republic. His memoirs prove con- 
clusively that he lived honest and died poor. 


MRS. FANNY KEMBLE’S FURTHER RECORDS, 


Furtuer Recorps. By Frances Anne Kemble. Londen: Richard 
Bentley & Son. 


Few things are more curious in the lives of some 
distinguished dramatic artists than their distaste for 
their profession. Macready disliked the theatre. 
Jenny Lind was never so happy as when she quitted 
it for ever. Fanny Kemble loses no opportunity, in 
the voluminous memoirs which she continues to pub- 
lish, of decrying and even condemning the dramatic 
temperament. Never an actress of the first rank, 
this lady has enjoyed a great reputation as a dra- 
matic reader; but her books are singularly lacking 
in the personal interest which she might be supposed 
to feel in a vocation which made her family famous, 
and in one branch of which she had no small success. 
In these “ Further Records” there is a great deal of 
the material which belongs properly enough to 
private correspondence, but has no particular signifi- 
cance for the public. The reader would willingly 
sacrifice many pages of purely domestic details, 
which have really no business whatever in print, for 
some judgments of the dramatic artists of the pre- 
sent time, or some reflections on the state of the 
drama. But these are just the things which the 
author cares nothing about. She does not appear to 
have ever felt curious about any American actor, 
though the traditions of the Kemble school have 
lingered longer perhaps on the American stage than 
on our own. For the art of acting there is little but 
depreciation. In one curious passage, Mrs. Fanny 
Kemble deals with the oft-debated question whether 
players should feel the emotions they are represent- 
ing. That such feeling is “to a certain degree real 
in people of slow imagination and quick sensibility,” 
says the author in her trenchant fashion, “ only 
makes it the more objectionable; for fictitious feel- 
ing is destructive of that which is true, and the 
habitual expression of the one impairs the genuine- 
ness of the other, and giving way to superficial 
emotion weakens the self-control wich ought to 
govern our feelings.” As this self-control belongs to 
the very essence of the dramatic art, the point of the 
criticism is a little obscure. Of the proposition that 
all emotion is “objectionable” when not due to 
actual experience, but only to the representation 
of it, nothing need be said except that it is a moral 
indictment of every form of artistic expression, and 
applies just as strongly to the novelist writing 
imaginary woes in the comfort of his arm-chair 
as to the actor. But Mrs. Kemble proceeds to 
give her reflections an oddly personal turn, by 
asserting that English players have more “ make- 
believe” in their emotions than foreigners. “My own 
people, the Kembles, who were excellent actors, were 
not naturally dramatic, being very English, and had 
a theatrical manner in private life (shade of Aunt 
Siddons!). My mother, who was eminently dramatic 
and natural was not English, but born in 
Vienna of French parents.” In this there is a quaint 
disparagement of the most remarkable members of 
the Kemble family; for if Mrs. Siddons was “not 
naturally dramatic,’ it would be hard to say what 
dramatic genius is, and if the liveliest sensibility, 
accompanied by the most natural manner in private 
life, was never characteristic of quite a con- 
siderable number of English actresses, then the 
chroniclers of our stage have been strangely mis- 
informed. 

But there is a good deal in “Further Records” 
which is more attractive than the writer’s opinion 
of “my people, the Kembles.” The question 
of “women’s rights” is treated with no little 
shrewdness and caustic humour. There are flashes 
of real insight into human nature, and some excel- 
lent stories. The best of these is the anecdote of 
the Duke of Sermmeta and his sketch of his family 
history. His ancestors were brigands, then they 
turned respectable soldiers and “lived decently by 
seizing other people’s land”; then they became 
priests, prelates, Popes, princes, and dukes; but they 
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were always more poor than powerful, and are now 


mere paupers. “Well,” said Mrs. Kemble, “that 
is bad, but it has one advantge: you cannot go 
any lower in the social scale.” “I beg your pardon, 
madam, we can and have, hélas/! descended lower, 
for we have become bores, which you probably 
perceive.” Whatever the eccentricities of “ Further 
Records,” the author is as little of a bore as the 
Duke of Sermmeta. 


THE SYSTEM OF THE STARS. 

Tur System or THE Stars. By Agnes M. Clerke, author of “A 
Popular History of Astronomy during the Nineteenth Century.” 
London: Longmans, Green, & Co. 

THis is not the first time that Miss Clerke has 

appeared as an interpreter of science. Five years 

ago she won a deservedly high reputation amongst 
both astronomers and the general public by her 

“ History of Astronomy in the Nineteenth Century,” 

and proved her power to collect the results of re- 

search, and to place them before her readers in an 
orderly and most attractive manner. 

Writers who can thus summarise and present in 
a clear and attractive style the results of science, 
are scarcely less essential to it than are the observer 
and computer. For, as Miss Clerke herself puts it, 
“the natural tendency of all sciences is to become 
specialised as they advance.” Like monads, the 
sciences multiply by fission; for as they progress, 
the need for division of labour, the discovery of new 
methods of research, or the application of old 
methods to new purposes, tend to differentiate 
one from the other the various branches of what 
was once regarded as but a single subject of study. 
And every such division, thus erected into a new 
and separate science, requires more and more a 
special training for its pursuit. The result is, that 
were no effort made to overcome the danger, the 
different physical sciences would become more widely 
removed from the cognisance of the ordinary reader, 
and the complaint recently made by a well-known 
writer would be justified, that “science has made 
itself into a Brahmin caste, and holds itself aloof 
from the people.” 

No science has made more rapid progress of late 
years, or given rise to a greater number of distinct 
departments of research, than astronomy has done. 
But this growth has been accompanied by an in- 
crease in the number of those who are able and 
willing to explain to those outside what has been 
achieved. The names of Miss Clerke herself, of the 
late Mr. R. A. Proctor, Sir R. S. Ball (the Royal 
Astronomer for Ireland), the Rev. E. Ledger (Gresham 
Lecturer on Astronomy), will occur to everyone as 
those of writers or lecturers who have popularised 
the latest triumphs of astronomy, and enabled the 
reading public to follow intelligently the steps of 
its progress. 

The subject which Miss Clerke has chosen for 
treatment in the present volume is the most exalted 
which physical science presents—it is astronomy, not 
as relates to the members of the solar system, but as 
it deals with that greater order of which the sun 
itself is but a comparatively insignificant member. 
Impossible as it might seem that men should learn 
anything definite of worlds separated from us by 
such vast distances, this department of science has 
been more fruitful in marvellous and unexpected 
advances than any other. There is no touch of 
exaggeration in Miss Clerke’s own words :—“ In the 
whole astonishing history of the human intellect 
there is no more astonishing chapter than that con- 
cerned with the sidereal researches of the last 
quarter of a century.” It is a lofty subject, a 
most wonderful and extensive one; one to demand 
and to tax the utmost powers of research, of 
arrangement, and of expression on the part of the 
writer who would deal with it. 

How has Miss Clerke succeeded with so great a 
task? The answer, fortunately, can be given with 
unhesitating assurance. A noble subject has been 
nobly handled. First of all, she has devoted to the 


work an immense amount of faithful and discrimin- 
ating labour. The foot-notes and references—in- 
valuable to the astronomical student—give some 
slight idea of the continued and persistent research 
amongst the records of so many observatories and 
learned societies which must have been carried on 
before even the foundations of the volume could be 
laid. But industry, though indispensable, would be 
of little value if it stood alone. If the work was 
to be successful, the materials must not only be 
carefully gathered, but must be arranged with the 
greatest skill; and there must be a gift of expres- 
sion and a clearness of style, or the result will be 
a mere dryasdust compilation, helpful to no one. It 
is in these very points that Miss Clerke’s success is 
most conspicuous. As to order, the book forms one 
harmonious and consistent whole. The problem once 
stated, and the methods of research described, the 
particular results are taken one by one, each leading 
up to and introducing the next, till we are led up by 
a sequence as definite and coherent as the successive 
scenes of a perfect drama to the contemplation of 
the great all-embracing problem—the form, con- 
struction, and size of the visible universe. For this 
one result is already ours: the heavens “to all their 
utmost starry depths,” so far as eye has yet sounded 
them, form an essential unity, a system in itself; 
and we have not yet seen any outer systems in the 
void beyond. 

Of Miss Clerke’s style it is scarcely necessary to 
speak, for her “ History” showed so unmistakably 
how vigorous and graphic it was. Whether, per- 
haps, the desire to be epigrammatic is not sometimes 
too freely indulged in, is a matter of taste; there 
can be no question that on the whole the impression 
‘is conveyed of a life and freshness, a quickness of 
thought, a richness of simile which carry the reader 
on with ever new interest from chapter to chapter. 
And with this there is, especially as the loftier 
problems are approached, and the infinitude of 
creation is contemplated, a becoming reverence of 
tone most suitable in such a connection. 

Miss Clerke, after stating in her first chapter the 
“Task of Sidereal Astronomy ”—*“ to investigate the 
nature, origin, and relationship of sixty million stars, 
and upwards of eight thousand nebule ”—and noting 
the rapidity of progress now made, for “ problems 
ripen as in a forcing-house, and so numerously as 
almost to bewilder the attention,” proceeds to indi- 
cate the weapons employed, the transit circle, equa- 
torial and heliometer, the spectroscope, photometer, 
and photography, the last “the very Ariel of the 
astronomical Prospero.” The different orders of stars 
as classified by their spectra, the gaseous stars and 
nebule, are severally passed in review, leading up to 
the grand question of sidereal evolution. The nebular 
theory has ceased to satisfy scientific curiosity as to 
cosmical origins, and “pre-nebular theories have 
accordingly come to be the order of the day.” Tem- 
porary stars and their connection with nebulze 
follow, and are naturally succeeded by the various 
classes of variable stars. Here is noticed Professor 
Vogel's marvellous determination of the mass and 
distance of the ever-invisible satellite of Algol. The 
intimate connection of the degree of redness in 
variable stars with the length of the period of 
variation, leads on to the consideration of the colours 
of stars; double stars, stellar orbits,and multiplestars, 
as naturally succeed in their turn. One of the most 
interesting chapters of the whole book deals with 
the Pleiades and the wonderful revelation of the vast 
nebulous formation which enwraps one side of the 
group, as shown on Mr. Roberts’ plates. “Streamers 
and fleecy masses of cosmical fog seem, in these as- 
tonishing pictures, almost to fill the spaces between 
the stars as clouds choke a mountain valley.” “Stars 
of all orders are there gathered together into (it 
might be said) a miniature sidereal system. The 
largest are of such surpassing glory as to dim by 
comparison the splendour of Sirius and Vega; the 
least are probably as inferior to them as the moons 


of Marsare to Jupiter.” The Pleiades introduce us to 
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the subject of star-clusters in general, and the forms, 
nature, and changes of nebulw, and the story of the 
great nebulw, as revealed by Mr. Roberts’ photo- 
graphs, copies of the most important of which are 
given in full-page plates, is told again. Then comes 
the subject of sidereal distances, and the familiar 
yet ever-astounding fact is once more brought out 
that no star yet observed for parallax is so near us 
as to give a parallax of one second, corresponding to 
a distance of nineteen billions of miles. And hither- 
to it has been almost the invariable rule that the 
best methods have given the smallest parallax for 
the stars—that is, the greatest distance. 

The flight of the solar system through space, and 
the proper motions of the stars, occupy the two next 
chapters, and are followed by two others treating of 
the position and form of the Milky Way and the 
relation to it of the nebule, thus bringing us to the 
final problem of the construction of the heavens. 
The Milky Way “ marks the equator of a vast globe, 
of which the poles are canopied by the nebulez.” 
“Planetary nebulz pass into gaseous stars on one 
side, into nebulous stars on the other; the greater 
nebul into clusters.” 

“ Progress, then, is the law of the universe. From 
its present state we can obscurely argue a ‘has 
been’ and a ‘shall be.’ The face of the skies is not 
cast in stereotype. ‘ As a vesture Thou shalt change 
them, and they shall be changed.’ They shall change 
by no caprice of hazard, but in subjection to laws 
unalterable in their essence, although infinitely 
various in their applications, divinely directed to- 
wards the continually more perfect embodiment of 
the unfolding Divine Thought.” 

Miss Clerke has to deal by the way with many a 


speculation and theory, and her decisions are in: 


general, there can be but little doubt, as sound 
as they are unfaltering. Grunwald’s theory that 
*‘coronium” and “helium” are the two constituents 
of hydrogen is, however, we think, too seriously 
taken; and some of the ideas in the concluding 
chapter rest upon but a slight basis of fact at 
present. Still, so far as our current knowledge goes, 
Miss Clerke is most generally a very safe guide; and 
if she should be found eventually here and there to 
soar too far, she may well be forgiven; for, in her 
own words, “It is true that speculation is prone to 
wander into devious ways, but then truth: emerges 
more easily from error than from confusion.” There 
is a danger lest “investigators, seduced by the won- 
derful facilities of novel methods, should exhaust 
their energies upon the accumulation of data, and 
leave none for the higher work of marshalling 


them ;” and against that danger she has done her 
best to guard. 


A NAVAL PARABLE. 


In a Tower; or How I H.M.S. Musestic ito 
Action. By H. O. Arnold-Forster. Illustrated, London: Cassell 


& Co. 
ONE of the most important directions in which 
modern science has moved is the perfection of the 
means of communication. We are enabled to trans- 
mit our ipsissima verba to Paris as easily as we can 
speak to the kitchen from the morning-room. There 
is no reason why we should not play upon an organ 
in an adjoining county, or receive automatic intelli- 
gence as to when a friend (or an enemy), fifty miles 
away, pokes liis fire or goes to bed. It has naturally 
occurred to the highly scientific persons who design 
our ships of war to utilise these advantages, and 
the result is the “conning tower,” whose interior 
somewhat resembles a_ signal-box at Clapham 
Junction. Mr. Arnold-Forster paints its resources 
with graphic touches. “Read the _ inscriptions 
on the brass tablets. Over that group 
of speaking tubes on your right you see the 
words, ‘Bow torpedo tube’ and ‘Above water 
torpedo tube.’ On the left is the voice tube to the 
engine room. That key completes the circuit which 
discharges the great guns. Here in the centre is the 
steam steering wheel. ... Move that switch” and 


an electric light of 40,000 candles will shoot forth 
into the darkness. “ A word spoken through that 
tube will let loose the hailstorm”; and so on. In 
the brave old days of “ Rodney, Howe, and Nelson,” 
the Admiral proudly stood upon the quarter-deck in 
action, “his star upon his breast, the central figure 
of his crew, animating them by his presence, and in- 
spiring the group of officers who stand around him.” 
(One wonders if, even in thgse early days, it was 
quite wise for all the principal officers of the ship to 
keep close together, apart from the possibility of 
there being duties to perform elsewhere. Yet they 
must have done so; the pictures prove it.) Now, 
however, all is changed. In one small armoured cell 
“is concentrated the whole power of the tremendous 
machine which we call an ironclad ship,” all brought 
under the instantaneous control of a single will. 
The apotheosis of centralisation has surely been 
reached. Conceive the terrible conflict which must 
rage in the brain which attempts to direct all these 
forces at once, and it is easy to believe that a con- 
ning tower is the “spot where the spirit of man has 
borne the direst stress to which the fell ingenuity of 
the modern world has learnt to subject it.” 

The description of the handling of H.M.S. Majestic 
in action is admirable, not merely from its realism, 
but because it proves that the writer has carefully 
studied the conditions of modern naval war. From 
the first sighting of the enemy to the final scene 
when the captain falls insensible after dealing the 
death-blow to his antagonist, the narrative is vivid 
in the extreme, and the picture of the effect of a 
shell bursting in the ship’s battery is not the least 
over-coloured. But Mr. Arnold-Forster wisely lets 
the buttons and switches alone, and devotes him- 
self to the navigation of his ship, relying mainly 
on the naval arme blanche—the ram—which gives 
him victory. Most naval officers would follow this 
course under similar circumstances, and the electro- 
mechanical tricks with which conning towers are 
filled will do no harm, provided that no one at- 
tempts to use them in action. 


- A CONTRAST IN FEMININE FICTION. 


1, Jerome. By Annabel Gray. Three vols. London: Swan 
Sonnenschein & Co., 1891. 


2. A New Encianp Nev, anp oruer stories. By Mary E. Wilkins. 

One vol. London: James R. Osgood, McIlvaine & Co,, 1891. 
READERS of “ Jerome” will possibly find the hero, 
whose name the book bears, perplexing. His father 
possessed an “odd mixture of Oriental fatalism, 
English irony, and French légéreté,’ and also “ he 
had the temper of a Roman prince, when Pan and 
Eros ruled, and Madonnas and Saints slept, as yet 
uncarved in stone, while mysteries in religion were 
unknown and unsuspected.” The hero’s mother was 
Spanish. Jerome himself, in spite of these many 
hereditary influences which might have led him to 
belong to other nations, retained at least “the will! 
of an Englishman.” Yet his head was “set on his 
shoulders like that of Antinous.” He was credited 
with “limbs like a Greek god,” and with something 
“almost Creole-like” in his dreamy temperament. 
He evinced “somewhat an Oriental partiality for 
the society of the fair sex.” Of his abilities— 
musical, mathematical, classical, and philosophical— 
it would be long to speak. 

But why should we speak of this heto at all? Do 
we not know him? He is of no place and of no time. 
He has no part in the records of history ; he has no 
part in the present; he is found in no prophecy of 
the future. Only in feminine fiction at its worst 
does he live, apparently, for ever and ever; to satisfy 
an appetite for raw romance in the uneducated, and 
to teach reviewers self-restraint. We need not trace 
his career—his love affairs, his loss of fortune, his 
opera, his arrest for murder, his innocence, his 
happy conclusion. We are content to leave him, 
with the light of all the nations upon him, the prig 
perfect, peerless, unspeakable. “You know no- 
thing,” he told his step-mother, when she wished ‘to 
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accompany him to Paris, “of the soul-solitude that 
enters into the emotional life of every true artist.” 
We, too, acknowledging the geniality and humility 
shown by the rebuke, will accompany him no 
further. 

“JT am rich, you know,” says the villain to the 
hero, “and have power to foreclose the last mort- 
gage.” There are two kinds of villain possible to 
such a book as “ Jerome”—the strong and the weak. 
In financial matters they may be distinguished thus: 
the strong villain forecloses and is foiled, the weak 
villain embezzles trust money and is found out. 
There is a third kind which does not care for money 
at all, but is only murderous ; but then a man of this 
type is so romantic and glorious that it seems a cold 
and hard thing to call him a villain at all. Some of 
the women in the book are magnetic and intoxi- 
cating ; one is rather caustic and remarks, “ The poor 
mater’s grammar is so dickey;” and one is learned ; 


_and all are dull and unreal. 


Such adjectives as sensuous, voluptuous, delicious, 
dreamy, are used with a freedom amounting to ex- 
travagance. “The warm obscurity of a side pew,” 
is a phrase which cries out for quotation. The woman 
who “ knew something of the beauties of Horace, the 
splendour of Plato,” and yet referred to “ the sobs of 
Phaon when Socrates drained the fatal cup,” demands 
quotation also. “He is like Ulysses,” the hero’s step- 
mother thought; “and Penelope could not charm 
him; he would always return to Calypso.” To quote 
is the most cruel criticism, however; it would be 
kinder to allude generally to the terrible ignorance 
and vulgarity of thought which characterises this 
novel. 

To sum it up briefly, if one read a novel by Ouida, 
and then heard a melodrama by Mr. Sims, the 
nightmare which might result would perhaps be 
something like “Jerome.” One would have to 
eliminate the wit of Ouida, and the clumsy force of 
Mr. Sims, and add a little mesmerism. Then one 
might get a fair idea of this book: but it would not 
be worth while. 

To pass from such a book as “Jerome” to Miss 
Wilkins’s little volume of stories is to pass from a 
bad and noisy stage-storm to a quiet spring evening. 
For the most part, “ A New England Nun” deals 
with what Mr. Gissing has called “the ignobly 
decent.” The author of “ Jerome” makes tragedies 
trivial: Miss Wilkins makes trivialities tragic. She 
treats of social ambitions, of the desire for distinc- 
tion, but not as they exist among the upper classes 
—not as they have been vulgarised by countless 
writers. In one story a poor old woman in an alms- 
house confesses on her deathbed that a “Sister 
Liddy,” of whose magnificence she has boasted to 
the other old women, is only a myth: “I used to 
feel dretful bad and wicked when I heerd you 
all talkin’ "bout things you'd had, an’ I hadn’t 
never had nothin’” is her excuse. Another story 
treats of the innocent stratagems of two other old 
women, who have only one gala dress between them 
and wear it alternately. “A Village Lear” tells us 
of daughters who grew to be ashamed of their own 
father. The heroism is heroism displayed in quite 
ordinary unromantic things—in common, hard work, 
done silently and uncomplainingly; in dishonour 
endured nobly and undeserved; in little pieces of 
self-sacrifice done for love. The style is marked by 
simplicity and self-restraint ; each word seems to be 
just the right word; each little scene stands out 
clearly and luminously. There is neither strain nor 

glare, no obvious striving for effect, and no exaggera- 
tion. Where another writer would have seen a place 
for bitterness and satire, we find nothing but the 
most perfect gentleness, tenderness, and pity. As 
one reads the conclusion of “A Village Singer ”— 
the most pathetic story, perhaps, in the volume—one 
cannot help noticing how by half-a-dozen words the 
writer rescues it from conventionality and makes it 
real, convincing, appealing ; the quality and distinc- 
tion of the author show themselves. No short 
stories have yet been written at all like these. In 


this, as in her other work, Miss Wilkins is entirely 
original. Certainly, this volume, new in thought and 
delicate in execution, is a most complete contrast to 
the slanginess, the conventionality, and the assump- 
tion of “ Jerome.” 


A NEW CLASSICAL DICTIONARY. 

A DIcTIONARY OF CLASSICAL ANTIQUITIES, MyTHOLOGY, RELIGION, 
LITERATURE, AND ART. From the German of Dr. Oscar Seyffert. 
Revised and Edited, with Additions, by Henry Nettleship, M.A., 
Corpus Professor of Latin Literature at Oxford, and J, E. Sandys, 
Litt.D., Public Orator in the University of Cambridge. London: 
Swan Sonnenschein & Co. New York: Macmillan & Co. 1891. 

THis handsome volume, based on a book by the editor of a 

well-known German periodical devoted to classical learning, is 

primarily a dictionary of Greek and Roman antiquities, but it 
also contains articles on mythology and biography—excluding 
polities and political history —and excellent and most instructive 
illustrations. Those of ancient artillery, for instance, are almost 
as good asa solid model. Those of ancient painting and vases 
have mostly hitherto been known only to specialists, and care 
seems to have been taken by the English editors to make 
all the use possible of recent discoveries. Among the 
references given we find a mention of the recently dis- 
covered work of Aristotle on the Constitution of Athens; and 
advantage seems to have been taken of recent excavations on 
the Acropolis of Athens, at the Roman Forum, and elsewhere. 

If we must quarrel with anything in the book, we are rather 

inclined to deprecate the frequent use of the historie present in 

the mythological articles, and to regret that classical literature 
is still so far kept separate from other knowledge that 
no reference is made in the text to analogous features of 

Other societies, in connection with such subjects as con- 

farreatio and wife capture, the syssitia, the occurrence of the 

common field and the division of land by strips in the 

Homeric age, or ancestor worship in connection with the jus 

imaginum. In the article on slaves, again, some notice should 

have been taken of the growth of slavery in Greece; certainly, 
as Professor Beloch has pointed out, it was not general, until 
the Macedonian period, in most of the agricultural states of 

Greece; the fact again that Roman slaves were generally im- 

ported and not bred is worth mention; and we should like some 

more explicit reference, under Homer, to Fick’s theory of the 
composition of the poems. The size of the book, indeed, only 
permits references to be given occasionally—generally on dis- 
puted or otherwise noticeable points. The translation is care- 
fully done and reads well. Those who know how difficult it is to 
make a translation of a learned German work look like English 
will be able to judge what careful revision this implies on the 
part of the editors. Their names may fairly be accepted as a 
guarantee for the genera] excellence of the work, which is one of 
great value not only to students and even professed scholars, but 
to that large class which, without knowing very much about the 
classical languages and literature, is thoroughly interested in 
their mythology, and especially in their art. The book, too, 
should find a place in every school library, and even, perhaps, on 
the private shelves of every member of the sixth form. It fillsa 
place not precisely oceupied by any work accessible to the 

English public, and not likely to be exactly filled by the abridg- 

ments of the standard English classical dictionaries—even when 

the reissue of the large editions renders the republication of 
fresh abridgments possible. 


THE PHENOMENA OF POVERTY. 


PuRSE AND THE By Herbert M. Thompson, B.A. 
(Social Science Series.) London: Swan Sonnenschein & Co. 
“THE Purse and the Conscience” is one of those laborious 
little books which are born of the growth of social compunction. 
Mr. Herbert M. Thompson, B.A., who is “outside the direct 
pressure of being obliged to face” for himself the problems of 
distress and misery, has been “much occupied with them” in 
his thoughts. The result is an elaborate examination of the 
‘phenomena ” of poverty. This is found to be due chiefly to a 
want of “ adaptability’ in the poorer class of workers, which 
prevents them from leaving the sweater’s den for more highly 
paid occupations, such as the learned professions. We have 
therefore to alter the labourer’s “ environment” so as to increase 
his “ adaptability ”—in other words, we must educate, house, and 
elevate him by the aid of a tax on the unearned increment. 
But notwithstanding its incidental results, the competitive 
system is found to be the only possible one, and all forms of 
Socialism or Communism are rejected on the ground that it 
would be impossible to tell how many pairs of boots were 

required, unless we had the guide of market value. 

There is a curious lack of real knowledge of industrial life 
about the book, and a total absence of statistics. But Mr. 
Thompson has evidently gone most conscientiously to work, and 
if he will but try to get at the workman’s point of view, if he will 
but get a little nearer to the facts of life, if he will talk to trade 
unionists more and read economics less, he will give us a more 
useful work. This volume is more praiseworthy in inception than 
in execution, and does more credit to his heart than to his head. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


Proressor H. G. SEE.ey, F.R.S., and his students are jointly 
responsible for a “ Handbook of the London Geological Field 
Class,” which has just appeared in a compact and convenient 
form. First of all, there are a dozen lectures by Professor 
Seeley, on the geology of the Thames Valley, the Chalk Hills of 
Kent, Bagshot Sands, London Clay, and kindred themes. 
Then, amongst other proceedings of the London Geological 
Field Class during the last five years, will be found a group of 
more or less valuable reports by students in the class of scientific 
excursions made from time to time to examine on the spot the 
physical geography and geology of the districts and rocks dis- 
eussed in the lectures. The book also contains an interesting 
register of fossils found by members of the Field Class in the 
course of their more recent wanderings. - 


Miss Bisland is an enterprising lady-journalist, who under- 
took with cheerful alacrity—in the interests of an American 
magazine—to make “A Flying Trip around the World.” 
She was fired with the ambition to beat the record even of Jules 
Verne’s imaginary hero, and, all considerations of the weaker 
vessel notwithstanding, she duly did it in seventy-six days, thus 
leaving herself with the respectable margin of ninety-six hours. 
Of a truth her book deserves to be deseribed by a word which 
her countryman, the late N. P. Willis, coined for purposes of 
his own a generation ago, for it consists from one end to the 
other of helter-skelter “hurrygraphs.” The value of sucha 
record, it is hardly ungallant to insinuate, is not considerable. 
Indeed, the volume appeals—like the eating and drinking of an 
expert swimmer i water—to the curious and lovers of 
sensational exploits. Adjectival luxuriance and a certain 
breathlessness of style, quite excusable under the circumstances 
are the chief characteristics of a silly and superfluous little book’ 


It is thirty years ago ormore since Captain Lindsay Anderson’s 
“Cruise in an Opium Clipper” took place, but he describes it 
with as much vivacity as if he had just arrived home, fresh from 
his experiences in the East. He sailed from Shanghai in the 
spring of 1859 on board the ry al Eamont to open a trade 
for opium with the natives of Formosa, and in a blunt racy 
fashion he describes his adventures by sea and by land during 
the hazardous enterprise. Captain Anderson and his companions 
encountered hostile natives, who endeavoured to wreck their 
ship; and he also met with other adventures of a kind which 
suggest a schoolboy’s novel. It is possible to enjoy the book 
without subscribing to its author’s opinion that the “ opium 
trade and its clippers were the advanced guard that paved the 
way for commerce in China.” Evidently the worthy captain is 
not greatly impressed with the horrors of the opium traffic ; but 
then thirty years ago the miserable and degrading business had 
not aiouned the proportions of to-day. 


Now that the dog-days are approaching, most of us are 
looking forward to a few weeks’ respite in the country, on the 
coast, the mountain-side, or the moors. People who like—we 
will not say we are of the number—to have even their holidays 
flavoured by a mild course of instruction, might do worse than 
find room in their portmanteaux for Dr. Andrew Wilson’s 
pleasant book, “Glimpses of Nature.” Readers of the Illus- 
trated London News will recognise in the genial author of many 
a picturesque column of “ Science Jottings ” in that journal an 
old and agreeable friend. Dr. Wilson, in a bright informal 
way, discourses in this accurate and entertaining book on sea- 
acorns, dandelion down, star-fishes, some curious ways of plants, 
and other aspects of popular science. Perhaps the most sug- 
gestive pages are those in which Dr. Wilson describes his 
“ microseopie friends,” or discourses on some “ mixed relation- 
ships” in natural history. Seattered through the text are a 
number of small scientific illustrations, which help to render yet 
more clear the teaching of a wise and vivacious book. 


People in search of information about British health resorts 
will not find a shilling thrown away in the purchase of “The 
Holiday Number of the London Medical Recorder,” a bulky 
illustrated pamphlet of a hundred and fifty pages. Pithy and 
explicit papers on most of the watering-places and inland spas 


. are given, and their value is enhanced by the fact that, in the 
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majority of instances, they are written by the local medical 
officer of health. In alphabetical order, from Aberystwith to 
Worthing, just the kind of enlightenment which prospective 
visitors require is packed away in these pages. Of course, the 
pamphlet is not one to read from cover to cover at a sitting, for 
the man who is rash enough to try that experiment will find 
himself wondering, when he arrives at Whitby or Whitstable, 
where on earth—or, rather, in England—are the watering-places 
which the judicious stranger will do well to avoid. Dished up 
with this record of English health resorts are quite a number of 
“original papers ” on the chief spas of Bohemia, a trip to the 
Ardennes, a tour on the Wye, the Dart and its neighbourhood, 
Madeira, Davos-Platz, and summer holidays at sea. Ample 
change, in fact, as we have already hinted, for a shilling. 


Although it is not faultless, we have come acrossnothing better 
in its way than “ Philip’s Handy-Volume Atlas of London; ” 
indeed, the book is so excellent in scope and quality, that not a 
few atlas-publishing firms must confess themselves beaten at the 
centre if not the cireumference of the commercial world. There 
are no less than sixty-three coloured plate-paper maps in this 
convenient red-backed volume, and the compilers may be for- 
given a little natural elation over what they term a “complete 
index” of a bewildering labyrinth of nearly twelve thousand 
streets, squares, parks, and railway stations. Maps are given of 
both the near and the distant suburbs of the metropolis, and 
when we add that there are fifty-five of them, and that they deal 
with the modern Babylon and its environs on a scale of three 
inches to the mile, the scope of the book, at all events, is not 
open to question. Students will appreciate the special maps 
devoted to the geology of the London district, and the ground 
plans of St. Paul’s Cathedral and Westminster Abbey; whilst 
the multitude on pleasure bent are sure to turn eagerly to other 
special maps, which trace the windings of the Thames from Kew 
to Oxford, and describe the geography of Epping Forest, the 
Zoological Gardens, and Windsor Park. Altogether, in spite of 
a few small drawbacks, this is a capital as well as compact 
volume, and provides the stranger within our gates with the 
power to silence, if not to put to confusion of face, oracular and 
exorbitant cabmen who prey on his kind, 


Long before Dr. Hole attained to the scholarly leisure of a 
deanery, his ‘‘ Book about Roses” had made his name familiar, 
if not to every lover, at least to every cultivator of the queen of 
English flowers. Bound appropriately in damask, a new edition 
—the eleventh, by the way—of a volume which has been recog- 
nised for years as a standard work in the gardening world, has 
been brought out in this present glorious month of roses. The 
Dean of Rochester is an enthusiast about roses, and the practical 
directions which he gives are not the less valuable because they 
are interwoven with historical allusions to the part which the 
flower has played in love and literature. We have little doubt 
that the book in its revised form will fulfil its author’s kindly 
hope by quickening in the minds of its readers that “love of the 
beautiful which adds so graciously to the happiness of life.” 


“Cookery for the Diabetic” is a title which explains itself, 
and the little volume which bears it deserves notice as a safe and 
sensible kitchen guide for unhappy mortals who need to submit, 
with as much grace as possible, to the restricted dietary which 
is imperative in diabetes. In spite of the fact that bread and 
potatoes are rank poison to such patients, we are agreeably sur- 
prised to find, on glancing through the book, how wide and 
generous in matters of food and drink is still the area of choice. 
A man can surely resign with a light heart carrots and parsnips 
if his physicians will still graciously consent to allow him aspara- 
gus, vegetable marrow, French beans, mushrooms, and trelllee— 
to say nothing of such trifling articles of diet as butchers’ meat, 
fish, crabs and oysters, fowl andgame. Even the most convivial 
cannot complain that life is worth living so long as claret 
and red Burgundy, whisky and ‘seltzer water are allowed. In 
this volume a number of recipes for made dishes, soups, sauces, 
savouries, and sweets will be oui and we are glad to be able 
to add that they have all passed the vigilant censorship of 
Dr. Pavy, who stands sponsor for the manual. 
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NOTICE. 


THE TITLE-PAGE and INDEX for VoLUME III. may 
now be obtained, gratis, on application to the 
Publishers. Cases for binding the Volume are 
also ready, and may be had by order from all 
Booksellers, price 1s. 6d. each. 


PUBLIC AFFAIRS. 
OMINOUS rumours still circle about on the subject 
of the Education Bill. The amendments which 
stand in the name of Liberal members are pointed 
to, not as an indication of the importance of the 
measure and the interest which it excites, but as 
proof of the resolve of the Opposition to obstruct the 
Bill in order to prevent its passing. To this charge 
of obstruction the Liberal party can offer the most 
absolute denial. Their one desire is to see the 
Education Bill become law during the present 
Session. It is not their fault that the measure has 
been produced so tardily, or that it contains somany 
provisions which are dangerous or objectionable, and 
nothing can be more unjust than to charge them 
with obstruction because they are seeking to have 
some of these blots removed. At the same time, it 
is to be remembered by Liberals generally that the 
Bill, even in its present shape, is better than no Bill 
at all; and it would be well if steps were taken to 
put an end to this talk of obstruction on the Tory 
benches—talk which, though foolish and unfounded, 
is used with a deliberate purpose, the character of 
which ought to be obvious to everybody. 


IT is interesting to observe the manner in which 
Mr. FowLeEr’s reading of extracts from the Catechism 
written by the Rev. Mr. Gack for use in Church 
schools has been received by representatives of the 
Church party. Weare glad to say that not a word 
has been heard in defenceof that monstrous pro- 
duction. That there are certain “schools” in the 
Church of England to which the doctrines taught by 
Mr. GACE are not only familiar, but precious, is not 
to be doubted. Yet the people who belong to 
these “schools” have too much discretion to 
defend their views publicly, and the unfortunate 
Mr. GACE is left without a single apologist. To 
the majority of Churchmen his doctrine, and the 
manner in which he teaches it, are simply revolting. 
We cannot congratulate the Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, and some other representatives of the Church, 
upon the manner in which they have dealt with the 
question. They affect to make light of it. They 
never heard of Mr. Gacr’s Catechism before Mr. 
FOWLER brought it to their notice; they do not 
believe that any copies of it have ever been bought 
—and so forth. All this is beside the mark. The 
Archbishop may have known nothing of this sorry 
publication; but it has been before the world for 
years past, and has never been officially disowned 
by the chiefs of the English Church. If only our 
Prelates would show the intelligence and common 
sense of laymen in dealing with these questions, 
how much better would be the position in which 
both they and the Church would stand! 


Mr. BALFouR was to have spoken at the annual 
dinner of the Cecil Club on Wednesday, but un- 


fortunately he was prevented from doing so by a 
special command to Windsor. His place as the 
orator of the evening was taken by PRoFrEssoR DICEY, 
who made a thoroughly characteristic speech. We 
gather from it that Mr. Dicky’s mind is so com- 
pletely saturated with the question of the Union 
—the “ paper Union”—that he can think of nothing 
else, and must subordinate every other question to 
it. He will consort with Red Republicans, apparently 
even with Anarchists and Nihilists, if only they 
happen to agree with him on the question of 
Home Rule. For this Home Rule question, he gives 
us to understand, is not one of politics, but of 
morality. It is painful to see a man of Mr. DICEY’s 
intelligence thus echoing the oldest Shibboleth of 
unscrupulous partisans all the world over. There 
never was a time when men were not to be found 
who mixed up questions of politics with questions of 
morality, and who opposed changes which were 
demanded in the name of freedom and justice by 
arguments founded on morality and religion. It is 
a striking proof of the extent to which party passion 
has carried PROFESSOR Dickey that he should not be 
ashamed to join these reckless disputants of former 
days in prostituting the name of morality to serve 
his own political ends. 


AN interesting Parliamentary Paper was pub- 
lished on Monday containing a summary of the 
present position of the various bills which have 
been brought before the House of Commons during 
the present Session Of Parliament. The list is 
in alphabetical order, beginning with Mr. Brycr’s 
Access to Mountains (Scotland) Bill, and ending with 
Mr. HALDANE’S Women Disabilities Removal Bill. 
In the third column, under the somewhat mis- 
leading head of “Progress,” the present position 
of success or failure of each measure is duly 
chronicled. The document is not only useful and 
convenient as a record, but is also eminently sugges- 
tive of the consideration that under the present 
arrangement the work of Parliament is far too heavy 
for it. In the case of 102 bills, many of which are 
of great interest, the second reading has been dropped, 
while 61 have been withdrawn. Such an epitome as 
this of the congestion of public business is a most 
eloquent argument for the necessity of relieving 
Parliament as soon as possible of a part of the burden 
which is obviously too great for its strength. 


THE evidence given before the two sections of 
the Labour Commission which have met since our 
last issue was in type shows the need of the “ trade 
option” principle adopted in the Eight Hours Bill 
of the Fabian Society. An unorganised and over- 
stocked trade, like the dockers’, is eager for the Par- 
liamentary eight-hours day, condemns labour-saving 
machinery, and (as we noticed a week or two ago) 
clings obstinately to those easy-going doctrines of a 
bygone age which are most odious to the crthodox 
political economist. On the other hand, such highly 
organised trades as those which compose the textile 
industry of Lancashire are opposed to outside inter- 
vention altogether, whether to raise the age of half- 
timers, to shorten hours, to keep married women out 
of the mills, or to settle trade disputes. Indeed, the 


contentment existing in Lancashire, as exhibited by 
the evidence of leading trades-unionists, is almost too 
pronounced to be entirely satisfactory. On the other 
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hand, Mr. QuELCH, familiarly known as “the Tyrant 
Queller,” of the Dockers’ Union and the Social Demo- 
cratic Federation, demanded municipal workshops, 
and held that real liberty was possible “ only in the 
uninhabited districts of Central Africa.” 


THE result of the New South Wales election may 
be a very serious matter for the future of Australia. 
Seventy-five of the new members are Protectionists 
and sixty-two Free Traders, so that the fiscal policy 
of New South Wales is certain to be definitely 
reversed. Moreover, the regular Opposition numbers 
fifty-seven, a number which the twenty-six labour 
candidates and three independents—who are all more 
or less hostile to the present Government—brings up 
to eighty-six, against only fifty-one Ministerialists. 
And with the fall of SrR HENRY PARKES’ Govern- 
ment goes a good deal of the hope of the speedy 
adoption of that Australian Federation under the 
Crown described in these columns a few months ago. 
But, as the Pall Mall Gazette of Wednesday pointed 
out, the fact of most immediate significance is that 
the Labour Party hold the balance of power. Despite 
their defeat, however, the Government mean to meet 
the new Parliament. 


PATIENCE has met with its complete reward. On 
Thursday the English newspapers announced that 
on the previous day the President of the United 
States had issued a proclamation declaring that 
Belgium, France, Great Britain, and Switzerland had 
complied with the conditions laid down in the 
Copyright Act passed by Congress on the 3rd of 
March last, and that, consequently, from this date 
copyright can be claimed by the citizens of those 
countries in the United States, subject to the 
conditions of the Act of Congress. Thus there is an 
end of all doubt and uncertainty, and the English 
author may rejoice upon having at last reached the 
fair haven of American copyright. He has been a 
long time in doing so, and up to the last dangers 
seemed to attend the voyage. But on both sides of 
the Atlantic there have been good men and true, 
who were determined that the desired end should be 
reached, and, thanks to their persistency, the great 
change has now been made, and a great reproach 
removed from the American people. 


THE retirement of CAPTAIN SHAW from the com- 
mand of the London Fire Brigade is a distinct public 
loss. The manner in which, during his term of office, 
CapTAIN SHAW has maintained the efficiency of a 
body of firemen second to none in the world, has 
sufficiently vindicated his exceptional fitness for the 
position he has occupied. We can only hope that 
a worthy successor will be found for the retiring 
superintendent, and that the County Council will 
exercise a wise liberality in its treatment of the 
brigade generally. The Council has done something 
since it came into existence to remove the scandal of 
which CAPTAIN SHAW so frequently complained, of 
a “starved” brigade; but, considering the enormous 
value of the interests which the brigade has to pro- 
tect, it is clear that atiy additional expenditure 
which will increase its efficiency is a trifling price to 
pay for the insurance against fire of the greatest city 
in the world. 


ROUMANIAN society has been excited by the news 
of the engagement of the Crown Prince to MLLE. 
H&LENE V ACARESCO, daughter of the late Ambassador 
at Vienna, and one of the Maids of Honour. Her 
feelings were made known to the Queen through 
some words she uttered dumwing sleep, which ill- 
natured people have suggested may have been feigned. 
However, the Queen has publicly encouraged the 
lovers in every way; but legitimate romance is 
impossible for princes, especially when their tie with 


their subjects is only one remove from naturalisa- 


tion. The Ministry have decided against the match, 
the lovers have been separated, and the affair is at 
an end. Nothing could make the Monarchy more 
unstable than thus to commit it to a side in 
Roumanian politics, complicated as they are by 
ancient and hereditary feuds. 


THE improvement in the Stock Markets which 
began on Wednesday has not been quite maintained, 
but there is still a very much better feeling than 
earlier in the week. The main hope is, of course, 
that the splendid harvest in the United States will 
bring about active speculation in New York, and so 
will relieve the difficulties of the London market. 
In New York there was, in fact, a sharp recovery 
on Tuesday, but it was not maintained on Wed- 
nesday. On Tuesday the hope seems to have 
become general that the withdrawals of gold for 
France and Germany were at an end; but another 
small withdrawal took place on Wednesday, and it 
is said that to-day there will be a further shipment. 
As long as these gold withdrawals continue, appre- 
hension will not disappear in New York, and specu- 
lation therefore will be held in check. But both in 
New York and in London the impression is very 
general that as soon as the gold shipments come to 
an end, the great operators will take measures to 
raise prices. And the impression is strengthened 
by the fact that at both sides of the Atlantic 
there has been much speculative selling during the 
past month or so. Operators, having sold much 
more than they possessed, will be compelled sooner 
or later to buy back ; and if there should be a rise 
such as is expected in New York they may be forced 
to buy in such a hurry as to run up prices sharply 
against themselves. The course of the market 
therefore mainly depends upon the course of events 
in New York. In Europe distrust remains and will 
continue for some time yet, while in South America 
the position grows worse and worse every day; and 
if the European harvests turn out as bad as is only 
too likely now, there may be trouble by-and-by in 
Paris and Berlin. 


THE Directors of the Bank of England on Thurs- 
day lowered their rate of discount from 3 per cent. 
to 24 per cent. As the rate in the open market was 
already down to 1} per cent., and as the supply of 
loanable capital is rapidly increasing—not only 
because gold is still coming from abroad, but also 
because coin and notes are returning from the 
internal circulation, and because next week the 
interest on the Natichal Debt will be paid—it 
is clear that the Bank of England is power- 
less to control the market, and that it was no use 
therefore to try to keep up the rate. All the 
same it is notorious that the Governor of the Bank 
of England has very unwillingly consented to the 
decline. He did his utmost by trying to induce the 
leading Joint Stock Banks to co-operate with him 
in endeavouring to prevent the fall, and he has now 
bowed to the inevitable, contrary to his own judg- 
ment. It is to be feared, therefore, that the extreme 
ease in the Money Market now will be followed by- 
and-by by a sharp rise, and probably by a return 
of apprehension. At the same time, the ease in 
the Money Market undoubtedly helps the Stock 
Exchange, and already it is leading to a specula- 
tion in silver. Last week the great operators 
in the United States succeeded in advancing the 
price of the metal. Since then there was somewhat 
of a fall, but again on Wednesday there was a sharp 
advance, the price rising to 463d. per ounce. It is 
argued that India, having a large quantity of wheat 
to sell, will buy a correspondingly large amount of 
silver; and, further, it is hoped that the prosperity 
of the United States, owing to the abundant harvest, 
will increase silver issues of all kinds, and therefore 
advance still further the price. But the speculation 
is a very risky one, and though it may succeed for a 
while, it is sure to lead to trouble in the end. 
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THE GERMAN EMPEROR. 


HE visit of the German Emperor to this country 
is an event the full interest and importance of 
which Englishmen, we imagine, are rather inclined 
to under-estimate than to exaggerate. Whatever 
may be the real feelings of the people of Great 
Britain with regard to the monarchy, there can be 
no doubt that, except in moments of national stress, 
they are somewhat inclined to look lightly upon it, 
and to regard it as an ornamental appendage rather 
than an integral part of the Constitution. Yet even 
this easy-going disposition, so far as Royalty is con- 
cerned, has never dulled the interest of all of us in 
the actual personnel of our Royal Families. There is 
no subject which seems to be of more unfailing 
interest at a London dinner party, no matter in what 
circle of society, than the doings and sayings, the 
characteristics, and actual lives of those who stand 
nearest to the throne. We may wear our loyalty 
easily, like an old garment to which we have been so 
long accustomed that we are hardly conscious of its 
existence; but it is there nevertheless, and it colours 
the thoughts and does much to direct the aspirations 
of the nation. 

The German Emperor comes to us not only as one 
of the greatest of the world’s monarchs, but as a 
member of our own Royal Family, the grandson of 
the Queen and the son of the gifted and eminent 
woman who is still—to Englishmen of the older 
generation, at all events—the Princess Royal. We 
find it difficult to think of him as a foreigner, and 
still more as a foreign potentate. Yet it would be 
wrong to under-estimate the immense political im- 
portance of the visit which begins to-day. It is the 
great nation of Central Europe, and not the grand- 
son of the Queen, from whom we receive that visit, 
and the presence of the German Emperor on English 
soil is a visible attestation of the fact that between 
the country over which he rules and our own there 
are many bonds of sympathy, many common interests, 
and a real feeling of affection and goodwill. Weare no 
advocates of formal alliances between “this sceptred 
isle”? and the States of the Continent; but the very 
reason which leads us to shrink from engagements 
which are embodied in treaties, makes us feel all the 
more deeply the value of those friendships which 
constitute the salt of life to peoples as well as to 
individuals. It is a good thing for the peace of the 
world that England and Germany upon most ques- 
tions of international politics now practically think 
alike. The Triple Alliance may do much to sustain 
the equilibrium in Europe, but the friendly associa- 
tion of England and Germany will do yet more to 
sustain the equilibrium of the world. That friend- 
ship means that from the Straits of Dover to the 
shores of Japan, from the Baltic to the Cape of Good 
Hope, no interest either of England or of German 
is likely to be seriously attacked by any of the Great 
Powers. It means that whilst differing upon many 
questions, even as the individual members of the 
same family may differ, we are united in our view of 
those great fundamental problems, on the solution 
of which the peace of the world depends. We 
have every reason therefore to rejoice at the fact 
that the German Emperor comes to us in state, to 
salute in the accents of friendship the country from 
which he has drawn so large a portion of his own 
vitality. 

Nor have we less reason to rejoice when we think 
of the character of the Emperor himself. Severe has 
been the ordeal through which he has passed since 
he ascended the throne, and many have been the 
misunderstandings of which he has been the subject. 
For some of these misunderstandings it must be 
confessed that he is himself, largely responsible. A 


man of the most pronounced individuality, we might 
even say originality, of character, he has startled 
and alarmed not a few of those who are accustomed 
to regard the monarch as a mere figure-head, a lay 
figure in the hierarchy of the State. But, as the 
distressing circumstances under which he came to 
the throne have faded from the public mind, and as 
men have grown accustomed to his own peculiar 
methods of discharging the great duties imposed 
upon him by Providence, there has gradually sprung up 
in all hearts a feeling of confidence in the Emperor’s 
character, of belief in his remarkable abilities, 
and of hope in the issue of his reign. We cannot 
forget that it has fallen to his lot to try a fall with 
the most powerful statesman of modern Europe, and 
that he, at least, has not come off second best from 
the encounter. We have heard during the present 
week a new account of the circumstances under 
which Prince Bismarck was removed from his post, 
and, if we may take it as authentic, it goes far to 
remove from the public mind the impression of has- 
tiness on the part of his Imperial master which was 
formed at the time when the event took place. 
When we are told that even the old Emperor groaned 
under the burden of the despotism which lay so 
heavily upon his son during his brief reign, we 
can hardly wonder at the determination of the 
grandson to cut himself loose from an influence 
which might have been fatal both to his 
dynasty and his country. But, whatever may 
have been the special motives which led to 
his dismissal of Prince Bismarck, it is impossible 
for anyone now, looking back over the history of 
the last eighteen months, to doubt that the effect of 
that dismissal has been almost wholly for the good 
of Germany in the first place, and of Europe and the 
world at large. So far as the general peace is con- 
cerned a great element of disquiet was removed 
when Prince Bismarck left Berlin for the retirement 
of Friedrichsruhe. But in Germany the fall of the 
great Chancellor has meant far more than this. It 
has meant the reversal of a system antagonistic to 
human liberty, to right and to law; it has meant the 
supersession of the reign of force by the reign of 
reason; it has meant the opening up of a thousand 
channels for the spread and development of the 
noblest aspirations of social and political reformers. 
Englishmen, at all events, cannot but look on at the 
great crisis through which the Fatherland is still 
slowly passing with an immense sympathy, founded 
upon their recollection of crises not less severe or 
fateful in the history of their own land. 

For all these reasons, and for many others which 
will readily occur to the reader, we can tender to our 
illustrious visitor a welcome which is without stint 
or alloy. We rejoice to think that no cloud rests 
upon the cordiality of his relations with his mother’s 
family, and that in coming to England he comes to 
a second home, filled with kinsmen and kinswomen 
who are united to him by real bonds of affection. 
And still more can we rejoice that, coming as a 
representative of a nation allied to our own by 
innumerable ties of blood, of language, of moral 
standards and intellectual tastes, he finds himself 
here in the midst of a race who have nothing but 
goodwill for the people over whom he rules, and who 
desire nothing more ardently than that the two 
nations shall live together in unbroken concord for 
ages to come. The Emperor himself has given 
abundant evidence of his own love of peace, and 
especially of his desire to live in amity with his 
mother’s country. If for this reason alone, he is 
certain of a warm welcome from all sections of the 
British public; and there is, happily, no reason 
to suppose that any untoward incident will mar the 
suceess of his visit to our shores. 
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THE LEAGUE OF PEACE. 


HE announcement of the renewal of the Triple 
Alliance, made almost simultaneously in two or 
three quarters this week—by the German Emperor 
and the Italian Premier, and in semi-official com- 
munications to various papers—has been received by 
the English press, without distinction of party, with 
emphatic satisfaction, heightened, no doubt, by the 
reflection that England is not constitutionally 
pledged to do anything. There is no doubt a certain 
understanding—as we said a fortnight ago—that, 
should a breach of European peace menace the coast 
of Italy our fleet will protect it, and maintain the 
status quo in the Mediterranean. More than this can- 
not be constitutionally guaranteed ; and the British 
Constitution has not yet been destroyed, either by 
Lord Beaconsfield or by Mr. Balfour. As to the 
Continental Powers concerned, if they like to com- 
bine to maintain the peace of Europe, that is their 
own affair. The original alliance between Austria 
and Germany was, as is well known, purely defensive, 
and specially directed against Russian aggression. 
What modifications have since been introduced Lord 
Salisbury has not cared to ask: but that they have 
not altered its main object, we should infer even with- 
out the assurances of the Italian Premier. What Italy 
gains by her participation in it is not altogether clear. 
The famous article in last month’s Contemporary 
says that she saves two-thirds of the expenditure 
that would be necessary were she isolated. But that 
is an expenditure that she could not undertake at 
all. She has of course the prestige of acting as a 
Great Power, she escapes the danger of complications 
with her old enemy Austria, she secures a certain 
claim to consideration in the future scramble for the 
heritage of the Sultan, and she is saved from the 
danger of isolation in the event of a general European 
war. The Triple Alliance, as the Standard said on 
Monday, may be rooted in the affections of Italian 
statesmen,.but the people has never expressed its 
opinion on the question apart from other issues, and 
has just been refused the means of even forming an 
opinion by the action of the Minister of the Interior. 
Still, its representatives accept the situation, though 
it imposes sacrifices upon their country which are out 
of all proportion to her means. And the agitation 
against it, such as it is, is now an agitation against 
an accomplished fact. 

Still, if the English spectator can manage to free 
himself from the merely insular point of view, it is 
difficult for him to feel this unmixed satisfaction. 
The armed peace which puts so severe a strain on the 
productive powers of the world, which gives Russia 
leisure to persecute the Jews to the utmost limit, and 
Turkey opportunity to die of creeping paralysis ; which 
fosters systematic Protection everywhere, and makes 
commerce wholly uncertain, taxes higher, goods 
dearer, and life harder all over the Continent, can- 
not be said to be a healthy or a normal state of 
things. Militarism is infecting even such peaceable 
little states as Sweden, Holland, and Belgium; 
and even Switzerland has fortified her frontiers. 
Italy, with her magnificent natural resources, has 
to struggle against a steadily-increasing deficit, 
though taxation, local and central, is about 25 
per cent. on the national income, and emigration 
is checked by recent events in the United States 
and by the condition of South America. She is 
reaping the fruits of her insane colonial policy— 
a product of the Jingoism fostered by her alli- 
ance with the great military Powers of the North. 
The distress is aggravated, at least in North Italy, 
by the check to the influx of French capital which 
formerly supported much of the industry of Lombardy. 
Much of it has gone, presumably, to be sunk in 


Russian stocks, to be spent on war material and pro- 
bably never replaced. Italy is compelled to under- 
take costly public works which will only yield a 
return by and by, and costlier military and naval 
preparations which, except in prestige, will yield no 
return at all. Surely, it may be thought, a short, 
sharp explosion, like the wars of 1866 or 1870, 
would be better for the world than this intermin- 
able hypertrophy of the armies and navies of 
Europe while the rest of each nation is drained of its 
life-blood ? 

These evils, however, are as nothing to the results 
which would almost certainly ensue from a breach of 
European peace. As Count von Moltke pointed out 
not long before his death, the days of short catas- 
trophic wars are over. The systems of national 
defence are now so nearly complete, the nations 
of Europe are so well matched, that the next 
great war, whether military or naval, will be 
a contest of skill, strength, and financial endurance on 
a scale of time, space, and cost, unlike anything that 
the world has ever yet seen. Nearly every nation in 
Europe would almost certainly be involved—except 
perhaps Spain and Portugal: none could definitely 
come out victorious, and the final result would be 
an exhaustion which might open Europe to a new 
Barbarian invasion, and a crop of international 
hatreds of which the French feeling against Germany 
at its worst is only a very faint foreshadowing. 
Austria wants time to solve the problems of Home 
Rule as well as to liberalise her economic system ; 
Germany wants time to undo the Bismarckian tradi- 
tion; France wants time to consolidate the Republic. 
Every nation on the Continent, moreover, has the 
Labour problem to solve in its own way; and though 
the prevalent militarism interferes with the solution 
of these questions, a European war would put them 
absolutely aside for a quarter of a century at least. 
Now the Triple Alliance secures all this, and at least 
paves the way for one economic advantage—for that 
Customs League of Central Europe begun by the 
Austro-German commercial treaty, continued, we 
may hope, by the negotiations announced last week 
with Italy and Switzerland, and pointing to a kind 
of limited Free Trade, which the “ most-favoured- 
nation” clause may tend, at any rate, to make a 
reality. 


THE ENFRANCHISEMENT OF THE NAVY. 


dhe question which Lieutenant-General Sir W. 
Jervois raised by his paper read at the Royal 
United Service Institution on the 26th ultimo is one 
of national importance. It is widely recognised 
that the present position of our sea defences is 
unsatisfactory and anomalous, that questions long 
outstanding between the War Office and Ad- 
miralty show no signs of approaching settlement, 
and that the progress of science tends to create 
requirements which the army finds increasing 
difficulty in adequately fulfilling. To end a state 
of affairs which a Royal Commission has pronounced 
to be “dangerous,” Sir W. Jervois proposes to 
transfer to the Admiralty the responsibility for 
the defence of the coaling stations abroad, and 
the maintenance of the force charged with the 
manning of coast defence guns and the service of 
submarine mines. This is no new proposal. It has 
been put forward by many writers at various times. 
Very recently a motion having this object in view 
was brought forward by Sir J. Pope Hennessy in 
the House of Commons, where it drew forth a 
cautious and qualified approval from the First Lord 
of the Admiralty. Seventy-three years ago Lord 
St. Vincent, who had an experience of naval war 
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possessed by no man living, wrote to Mr. Benjamin 
Tucker proposing ‘‘a series of letters to the Times 
newspaper, showing that the Marine Corps is the 
best adapted to the security of our dockyards; that 
no soldier of what is termed the Line should 
approach them. Our colonies ought to have no 
other infantry to protect them, and the Corps of 
Marine Artillery should be substituted for the old 
Artillery.”” The deliberate opinion of one of our 
great “Sea Officers,” a man of wide grasp and great 
administrative power, is scarcely to be disposed of 
in the light and airy fashion with which it was 
handled by the two members of the present Board of 
Admiralty who took part in the first discussion. 
Although the second discussion, on the Ist inst., 
showed a distinct advance apon the first, neither can 
be regarded as worthy of the subject. Many of the 
speakers appeared quite unable to grasp the prin- 
ciples involved, or to rise above a mere criticism of 
minor details frequently based upon misconception, 
and freely interlarded with irrelevancy. In point- 
ing out that no single argument had been adduced 
against the proposed measure, Lord Thring, who at 
once succeeded in raising the debate above the level 
of the commonplace, probably expressed the general 
feeling of the outsiders present. 

Two great principles are involved in the measure 
advocated by Sir W. Jervois—principles perfectly 
clear and easily understood by the lay mind. Every 
question connected with coast defences — their 
position, extent, scale of armament, tactical hand- 
ling—is based solely upon naval considerations. 
Expert naval officers alone are qualified to lay down 
what the British Navy can do in war, and what, 
therefore, remains as the legitimate sphere of coast 
defences. They only can say what the ships of a 
possible enemy can do under given circumstances and 
in given waters. Yet the whole of these questions, 
in which large sums are involved, are settled by 
military officers. A more complete instance of the 
divorce of responsibility from knowledge cannot well 
be conceived. The necessary result is waste of the 
national resources. That “the propensity in all 
military men to increase fortifications’””—to quote 
Lord St. Vincent’s words—should be marked, is only 
natural and right. It proceeds from a laudable 
enthusiasm, which, however, requires to be rigidly 
kept within bounds. There is no possible means of 
providing any real check, except throwing responsi- 
bility directly upon the Admiralty, which alone has 
at its disposal the necessary knowledge. 

The second great principle is as easy to grasp, 
although it appears to have eluded the comprehension 
of most of the speakers at the United Service Institu- 
tion. We have mapped out the oceans of the world into 
naval stations, in each of which lie fortified coaling 
bases, created for the use of the Navy, valueless if 
that Navy were overthrown. In war, it is obvious 
that the authority of one head should be supreme, 
and that the head must be the Naval Commander-in- 
Chief. He alone can know the situation as a whole, 
and gauge the possibilities of an attack which must 
be a naval operation, which cannot be delivered at 
all if his ships directly intervene, which dare not be 
attempted if his ships are in’a position to come down 
on the enemy’s rear. Common-sense and elementary 
administrative considerations demand that within his 
sphere the Admiral should be supreme; that he should 
be able to dispose of the whole of the resources of his 
station, and to give orders to all forces within it. Take 
the important China station, with its two defended 
bases at Singapore and Hong Kong. The Admiral 
ought evidently to be able, on his own responsibility, 
to strip either of every man and every gun, if he 
considers that the needs of the situation can thus 
best be met. At present, by far the vreater part 


of the resources of these places are under the orders 
of another department, and, except over a few naval 
stores, he has no power whatever. It is idle to talk 
vaguely of a “co-operation”? which is to be always 
forthcoming, under all circumstances. Pace Sir G. 
Tryon, there is nothing more clear in history than 
that the want of co-operation was often painfully 
felt in the past. The military officers were not 
necessarily to blame. They owed allegiance to 
another department, and were overpowered with 
the weight of another responsibility. We dare 
not trust to the off chance of the presence of a 
really great man at a time of need; but we can at 
least avoid violating the first principles of good 
administration. 

Huge figures were paraded at the discussion, with 
a view to terrify the imagination. Some speakers 
seemed to consider that the result of the proposed 
change would be to hand a large army over to the 
Admiralty; others that the number of men main- 
tained by the nation would have to be doubled. 
Neither contention is borne out by facts. Sir W. 
Jervois explained that he did not for a moment con- 
template that the purely military force maintained 
for Imperial reasons at a fortress such as 
Malta should be transferred to the Admiralty, but 
merely such small portion of it as is entrusted 
with the duty of working the guns and laying the 
mines defending the harbour. The distinction is 
easily drawn. But what the country wishes to know 
is, as Admiral Colomb hinted, whether it would not 
be wiser, more economical, and more in harmony 
with the true policy of a great naval Power, to keep 
such a squadron in the Mediterranean that there 
should be no question of a siege of Malta, and to cut 
down the garrison of that fortress to the strength 
required to resist a mere raid. That is precisely the 
class of question to which, under present cireum- 
stances, there appears to be no prospect of ever 
obtaining any definite answer. Again, it is self- 
evident that the requisife armed strength of the 
Empire is a fixed quantity, wholly independent 
of its distribution between the War Office and 
Admiralty. It is as evident that for distant 
colonial service, and for what are duties of coast 
defence pure and simple, a short-service force is 
totally unsuited. In that excellent and tried body, 
the Royal Marines, is to be found the beau-ideal of 
the force required for such purposes. 

We are—and on peril of national existence must 
remain—the greatest naval Power of the world. 
Yet we have established coast defences on a greater 
scale than any other Power, while generally ad- 
mitting — in theory — that the requirements in 
coast defence of a great naval Power are 
restricted. We are the greatest commercial Power 
in the world—the Power, therefore, to which 
unchecked entry into and exit from port is of the 
greatest importance. Yet we have embarked upon 
submarine mine defences on a scale undreamed of by 
any other Power. While in other countries technica 
matters and questions of tactics are more fully, more 
eagerly, and more worthily discussed than with us, 
we alone are to be found debating upon the first 
principles of national defence, at this eleventh hour, 
with the most appalling sang-froid. The reason is 
obvious. In our administration we divorce responsi- 
bility from knowledge. 


LORD RANDOLPH CHURCHILL. 


HE gossiping complaints of Lord Randolph’s 
shipmates, and the letters which have appeared 
in the Daily Graphic over the signature of that 
nobleman, must have come as a _ bewildering 
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surprise to the average man. They show his lord- 
ship in the light of what the French call a mauvais 
coucheur. Sir Donald Currie having put the Grantully 
Castle on the berth out of her turn so as to afford 
him the best possible chance of being comfortable, 
Lord Randolph might fitly have considered himself 
under the restraints incumbent on a guest in criti- 
cising the arrangements of the vessel. If he refused 
to join the general mess, and insisted on a separate 
table for himself and his cronies, he did violence to 
the etiquette of the ocean in a way which, all must 
agree, would be impossible in such men as, say, Lord 
Dufferin or Lord Rosebery. If he sent messages to 
ladies desiring them to move in order that his card- 
table might be comfortably set, he was forgetful of a 
rule which is confined in its operation to no country 
and no place. His rating of the stewards for not 
taking the stones out of his prunes was regarded 
by all who heard it as an amusing evidence of his 
fitness for a journey through Mashonaland. To find 
a parallel for Lord Randolph’s patrician supercilious- 
ness as a traveller, we must go back to the days of 
Lord Durham, who, when he was starting for 
Canada, insisted on all the guests in the hotel at 
Liverpool clearing out, in order that he and his 
suite might enjoy the privacy due to their station. 
It is a curious fact that Lord Randolph’s elder 
brother, the Duke of Marlborough, bears a most 
amiable character as an ocean traveller. Last 
autumn several glowing paragraphs appeared in the 
American press describing how His Grace, on land- 
ing from his last trip, had devoted several hours to 
reading the newspapers aloud to a Hebrew news- 
paper proprietor who had been his fellow-pas- 
senger, and whose sight was defective. To those 
whose memories are longer than that of the average 
man, Lord Randolph’s churlishness will come 
as no surprise. They remember that before he 
was paragraphed into a reputation as. the Prince 
of good fellows, he was generally regarded as 
something more than a spitfire. It was not nice of 
him, for example, to christen Lord Iddesleigh “the 
goat,” and then to jockey him out of the leadership 
of the House. His nicknaming of Mr. Smith and 
Lord Cross as “ Marshall and Snelgrove ” would have 
been in better taste if he had sprung from a social 
level nearer to theirs. Mr. Herbert Vivian in his 
autobiography has told us—ex relatione Lord Ran- 
dolph himself—that he has addressed the words 
“You're a d d fool” to Sir William Harcourt 
across the floor of the House, the Speaker pretending 
not to hear. In the Session of 1881 Mr. Gladstone 
was irritated into comparing his lordship to one of 
those domestic insects whose bite is not felt, the 
contrast being with the flea, whose bite is generally 
felt at once, especially if it is of the lodging- 
house variety. But to the average man all this 
is ancient history. He only knows Lord Randolph 
as a man who is for ever giving dinners to, or being 
dined by, the Prince of Wales, Mr. Smalley, Mr. 
Frank Lockwood, Lord Morris, the Count de Mun, 
Mr. George Lewis, Surgeon Nedley, Father Healy, 
Professor Mahaffy, Colonel North, Mr. Chamberlain, 
Mr. Guedella, and other men of light and leading. 
A man with friends so many, and so diversified, 
ought surely to be one overflowing with the milk of 
human kindness. But it appears that it is not so. 
The obscure and nameless passengers of the Grantully 
Castle were made to feel that behind the cosmopolitan 
Amphitryon was concealed a patrician of more than 
ducal reserve. In short, he treated them no better 
than if they had been his Cabinet colleagues. 

For ourselves, we are sorry that Lord Randolph 
should have taken this opportunity of laying bare 
the seamy side of his character—due, we believe, 
almost entirely to physical depression and ill-health. 


In the torrent of contemptuous comment which has 
been poured forth upon his “ private faults,” his very 
remarkable declaration anent the retrocession of the 
Transvaal is like to fail of its effect. To the 
initiated, indeed, that declaration somewhat lacked 
the ring of sincerity. Whether the pen which 
wrote it was that of Lord Randolph himself or of 
“my friend, Captain J. Williams, late of the Horse 
Guards, who has kindly consented to assist me in my 
business and my writing,” the wording was evidently 
dictated by Mr. Rhodes. It reminds us of nothing 
so much as of Lord Lyndhurst’s recantation of his 
opinion on the Catholic claims when he was Master 
of the Rolls and still a member of the Commons. 
The high Tories had kept on interrupting his speech 
by cries that what he was saying was the exact oppo- 
site of what he had said at the close of the previous 
session, until the wily placeman silenced them by 
saying, ‘ But since last session, Mr. Speaker, I have 
been pursuing my studies.” However, had it not 
been for the incidents of the card-table and the prunes, 
probably the public would not have been critical in its 
examination of Lord Randolph’s renunciation, and we 
should have seen the “‘ Majuba Surrendér ” decently 
buried with the corpses of other dead issues. It has 
long ceased to be a subject in any way influencing 
political opinion, but its existence above ground is 
distinctly irritating, for it is one of those topics which 
a Tory scribe, when gravelled for matter, is apt to 
harp upon with damnable iteration. To have obtained 
a national endorsement of Mr. Gladstone’s great act 
of Christian reasonableness towards the Boers would 
have been a distinct and far-reaching conquest for the 
cause of good morals. The retrocession of the Trans- 
vaal represents up to the present the high-water 
mark of Christian morality in the field of politics. 
Its special value did not consist merely in the fact 
that one Cabinet confessed and repaired the sin and 
folly of another, for that is a form of meekness to 
which no political party is averse. What was so fine 
about it was that the Cabinet which undid the wrong 
had toacertain extent—although no doubt unwittingly 
—made itself particeps criminis. When the Liberals 
entered office in 1880 it was very generally expected 
that they would at once announce to the Boers that 
their independence, which had been fileched from 
them by a blunder, would be restored as a friendly 
act. But, as has been well said, those men who 
profited the most by the victory of 1880, understood 
it the least. Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Bright were 
unable to give the matter their personal attention. 
It fell to the care of men who were, no doubt, good 
enough Liberals, by dint of a late training in the 
field of domestic politics, but were otherwise deeply 
imbued with the prejudices of officialism. When 
it was announced that the Transvaal was to be 
retained, it was regretfully perceived that sinister 
influences had been at work upon the minds of these 
men. A story was told at the time of a colleague 
of Mr. Gladstone’s who was discussing the decision 
of the Cabinet with a Government official, to whom 
he remarked that it seemed very defensible from 
a Parliamentary point of view. To him the official 
replied that hardly any conceivable decision was so 
bad as to be indefensible from a parliamentary point 
of view. “ But,” he added, “if half a dozen Boers 
have the self-devotion to hurl themselves upon the 
blunderbusses of your dragoons, you Radicals are not 
the men to coerce them, and the country will not let 
you coerce them.” “Then,” replied the Minister, 
after the fatuous manner of Ministers, “it is sin- 
cerely to be hoped that none of them will hurl them- 
selves upon what you call the blunderbusses of our 
dragoons.” Six months went by, and the half- 
dozen devoted men were found. But even then Mr. 
Gladstone’s Cabinet did not awake to the character 
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of the policy which they were pursuing. The 
honour of informing Mr. Gladstone’s conscience 
was due to Mr. Bright and to another, who, even in 
this the hour of his shame, should not be ignored in 
reviewing the story—Edmund Hope Verney. If it 
had not been for the untiring industry and energy 
of the latter, even Mr. Bright might have failed to 
perceive the true moral issues of the hour. Once the 
conscience of Mr. Gladstone was aroused, no fear of 
obloquy or damage to themselves stayed the solemn 
determination of himself and his colleagues to forego 
vengeance and do justice. It is a pity, we repeat, that 
Lord Randolph’s endorsement of one of the finest 
acts of the century should be forgotten in the babble 
which has arisen out of a tiff with his messmates. 


THE EDUCATION BILL IN COMMITTEE. 


HE Education Bill is becoming a much better Bill 
than it was, thanks chiefly to the persistency 
of the Opposition. Mr. Fowler did not persuade the 
House, by his temperate, well-reasoned speech, to 
apply to education the principle No Taxation without 
representation, No Expenditure of Public Money with- 
out control. The Government would have nothing to 
do with several excellent amendments moved on 
Thursday by Mr. Summers—who has done good 
work in regard to the Bill—and others, with a view 
to make free education universal. But, under pres- 
sure, it is fair to say to some extent from both sides 
of the House, the Government have assented to two 
amendments: the limits in the Bill as to age are given 
up; the fees of children of three to fifteen are to be 
remitted. This change makes the Bill worth much 
more than it was. There is, to be sure, a danger of 
falling into fatuous praise of it. The marked dis- 
position in certain Church circles to pronounce all 
but perfect the Bill, which a fortnight ago had 
every fault, is ridiculous. We should have gladly 
seen much more done at this supreme opportunity 
to improve the quality of popular education, for 
example, by accepting Mr. Summers’ amendment ; 
and we hope that the friends of education will not 
relax their efforts. What cause is there for boasting 
when out of the 5,000,000 children on the register 
only 138,000 reach the sixth standard, and only 38,000 
go beyond it, and when there is no prospect of any 
great improvement? The Government say, “ Leave 
this matter to the school-boards themselves ; they 
will do what is best for their districts.”” Some will, 
and some won’t—certainly, not the many school- 
boards called into existence by the Education De- 
partment in consequence of defective school accom- 
modation. Such boards, as Mr. Buxton said, are 
bound to be “ anti-educational.” But, with all its 
defects, the measure wears another aspect in the 
eyes of Liberals, now that the niggardly restrictions 
as to age are removed. An additional cost of 
£220,000 will be incurred. It will be paid gladly— 
people with no liking for free education do not 
see the advantage of Sites parsimonious in regard 
to the weak point of our educational system; and 
the weakest point is the provision for children now 
taken far too soon from school. 

Mr. Fowler could not have expected to carry 
his motion for a recognition of the principle of 
local control. Notwithstanding the bad beating 
which he met with, we do not, for several reasons, 
regret the discussion. In the first place, it revealed 
a marvellous advance in right feeling as to tolera- 
tion. Probably in no other popular assembly— 
perhaps never before in the history of the House of 
Commons on such a theme—was a discussion so tem- 


was peculiarly calculated to stir up angry feelings. 

Mr. Fowler’s text was the danger from bigotry. Yet, 

with scarcely an exception, the speeches were devoid 

of all tincture of theological acrimony once inevitable 

in such a discussion; there were no veiled sneers at 

Nonconformists, and there was an ungrudging dis- 

position to recognise the good work done in late 

years by the Church of England. Most of us can 

recall a time when the introduction of such a theme 

would have been the signal for the resurrection of 

ugly, angry passions. In the second place, the 

debate must convince every impartial mind that the 

Conscience clause is a poor, ineffectual protection 

against a bigoted clergyman who thinks of 

proselytising or seeks to boycott Nonconformist 

children. ‘The Kilburn catechism, from which 

Mr. Fowler read, may be rarely used, and we note with 

pleasure the eagerness to disavow complicity with 

the Rev. Mr. Gace’s production, that “most unjust and 

uncharitable document,” to take the Archbishop of - 
Canterbury’s description of it. Butit is nonsense to 

say that the spirit which inspires such effusions of 
bigotry is extinct, and we see no certain safeguard 

against the antics of intolerance described by Mr. 

Fowler except some form of local control. A third 

characteristic of the discussion is to be noted with 

satisfaction. Never before was there so much re- 
luctance to extol the merits of denominational 
education, so much readiness to apologise for the 

eccentricities of bigotry which seem inseparable from 

it. And never, also, was there so general a disposition 

to admit the importance of the ethical, truly religious, 
side of education. Not merely in Mr. Fowler’s earnest 
plea for it, but in the whole current of the discussion, 
is discernible a new encouraging spirit. For ourselves, 
we look forward toa time when, offensive shibboleths 
falling into discredit, catechisms with reprobation of 
Dissent becoming as rare as an auto da fe, there will 
be ampler place than is now possible for the moral 
side of education. But on this matter the truth is 
not with the bishops and their friends, strange as 
they may think it, but’ with Mr. Fowler and those 
who are for removing the prime causes of un- 
charitableness and sectarian animosity. 

We scarcely care to refer to Mr. Chamberlain’s 
speech against Mr. Fowler’s amendment. As a 
specimen of special pleading it was admirable. But 
it is one more nail in his political coffin. Very 
clever as a piece of nisi prius advocacy, candid and 
convincing it was not. The utmost pains have 
been taken to disclaim any intention of waging 
war against the Church of England schools; the 
assumption throughout Mr. Chamberlain’s speech 
was that this was hypocrisy, that, if the Oppo- 
sition had their way, the Church schools would be 
all shut up, and that the nation must take upon 
itself a burthen of about £50,000,000, the estimated 
value of buildings and the extra expenditure. And 
what is to be said of his remarks on Mr. Summers’ 
condemnation of some of the freaks of the Church 
of England Extension Society? Mr. Chamberlain 
sneers at the representatives of “‘ aggressive non- 
conformity.” His bitterest enemies could not wish 
him worse than to have come to this. 


THE TROUBLES OF THE STOCK EXCHANGE. 


T the beginning of this week the Stock Exchange 

was ina state bordering upon panic. The crisis 
of last November had swept away several firms, some 
of them of high standing, and it greatly crippled 
many others. The recovery that followed was very 
short-lived, and since then there have been recurring 
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inflicted heavy losses upon members of the Stock 
Exchange who had already suffered in the autumn. 
Their clients, too, lost so much money that in very 
many cases they were unable to meet the “ differ- 
ences”? due to the brokers, and the brokers often 
found it by no means easy to provide those “ dif- 
ferences.” At the end of last week an under- 
writer at Lloyd’s failed, it is said, for a large sum 
of money, and it was reported that two firms of 
brokers in the Stock Exchange had lost through him 
from forty to sixty thousand pounds. Rumours then 
began to circulate that these firms were seriously 
embarrassed, and on Monday and Tuesday the alarm 
of the Exchange was such that a slight accident 
might have precipitated a panic. Business was 
utterly paralysed. One broker, for example, offered 
for sale twenty shares of the New York Central and 
Hudson River Railroad Company, and could not get 
a single bid. The Company is one of the very best 
in the United States, is well managed, and regularly 
pays dividends, and yet a buyer could not be found 
for even so small a number of shares. If this 
had happened in the South American market, 
there would be little cause for surprise. But that 
distrust of good American railroad shares should 
be so great as the illustration above given shows 
it was, is the best proof how utterly the Stock 
Exchange was demoralised at the beginning of the 
week. 

Since Wednesday morning a much more hopeful 
feeling prevails. This is immediately due to the 
discovery that none of the anticipated failures 
took place. Many of the rumours circulating on 
Monday and Tuesday were false, and others were 
exaggerated ; and when it was found that none of 
the disasters predicted came to pass, the courage 
of members revived. Besides, the affairs of Messrs. 
De Murrieta are almost arranged, and the ease in 
the Money Market gives reason to expect that 
money will be both cheap and plentiful for a 
considerable time to come. The heavy fall which 
has taken place during May and June was im- 
mediately provoked by the efforts of the Bank 
of England to attract gold from abroad, and 
by the invitation of the Governor to the joint- 
stock banks to assist him in protecting his re- 
serve. Everyone jumped to the conclusion that 
he foresaw some great catastrophe, and everyone 
therefore feared that it might become impossible 
by-and-by to get loans on any terms. Now that the 
rate of discount has been reduced from 5 per cent. 
to 2} per cent., and that there is a prospect of its 
continuing low for several weeks, if not for some 
months, people are beginning to think that the 
recent scare was quite unfounded, and that there- 
fore prices have been driven too low. The renewal 
of the Triple Alliance, too, though it was generally 
expected, has contributed to restore confidence, as it 
strengthens the belief in the maintenance of peace. 
But perhaps the most powerful influence of all has 
been exercised by the recovery of prices that took 
place in New York on Tuesday. Members of the 
Stock Exchange are well aware that there is too 
much distrust at home and too great a lock- 
up of capital to allow of a revival of business 
being originated here. Therefore, if there is to be 
any improvement it must come from abroad; and 
for months past they have been looking for a re- 
covery in New York. The American crops are 
better than they have been for many years past, 
while the European harvest will generally be short; 
therefore the American railroads ought to do a very 
large business during the next twelve months. The 
American farmers will be able to sell their produce 
at good prices and in larger quantities than usual, 
and American tradespeople ought to profit by the 


prosperity of the farmers. Therefore, people argue 
that speculation may be expected to spring up in the 
United States, and if it does so, and carries up prices, 
the embarrassed members of the Stock Exchange will 
be relieved in two ways: first, their credit will be 
improved, because the American properties they 
hold will be of higher value; and secondly, they 
will be able to sell freely what now they cannot 
dispose of. 

As the agricultural wealth of the United States 
immeasurably surpasses in value all other forms of 
property, there is no doubt that exceptionally 
abundant and good crops must add very greatly to 
the prosperity of the country ; and usually increased 
prosperity generates speculation. But whether there 
can be sustained speculation in the United States 
just now is opento doubt. Firstly, it is questionable 
whether the prices of: American securities can be 
raised very much while distrust is so general in 
Europe, and so many European holders may take 
advantage of the rise to sell their securities. 
Secondly, there is the question whether the currency 
mistakes of Congress have not been so grave and so 
numerous as to make inevitable troubles in the 
Money Market. 

Silver is gradually driving gold out of circulation, 
and at any moment that may cause popular appre- 
hension. If the American people made up their 
minds to part with their gold and to adopt silver as 
the standard of value, the change might not be 
accompanied by any serious inconvenience. But they 
have not so made up their minds. On the contrary, 
they insist upon maintaining both gold and silver as 
money. But the silver is being increased enormously 
every month, while gold is going away to Europe in 
payment of debts due by the United States to Europe. 
Last year a very much smaller export excited general 
alarm, and disturbed the Money Market. The exports 
this year have been regarded with greater equanimity, 
because Americans generally believe that as soon as 
they begin to sell their grain, they will be able to 
take payment for it in gold if they choose, and there- 
fore to get back as much of the metal as they may 
require. But if, owing to any circumstance, gold 
does not return in the autumn, it is quite possible 
that there may be a scare in the Money Market, 
which may defeat the efforts of speculators and 
throw the Stock Exchange into confusion. 


CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


NTERNAL politics this week fade into insignific- 
ance beside international. We notice elsewhere 

the renewal of the Triple Alliance, effected on Satur- 
day and Sunday, and announced at once by the 
German Emperor and from other quarters. The 
exchange of courtesies last week between the fleets of 
England and Austria at Fiume is to be followed by a 
similar exchange, probably a good deal more signific- 
ant, between those of France and Russia at Cronstadt. 
The visits of the German Emperor to Holland and 
England are interpreted by people whose ideas of 
la haute politique are chiefly derived from history, as 
indicating further accessions to the League of Peace. 
Specific statements are published—one attributed to 
M. Flourens, once the French Minister of Foreign 
Affairs—as to the existence of a Franco-Russian 
defensive alliance, guaranteeing to France supremacy 
in the Mediterranean and leaving Russia a free 
hand in the East. If this is a fact, the existence 
of the new Balkan Confederation would prob- 
ably make it difficult for France to act upon it, 
considering her interests in Greece. But Russia 
would have so large a balance of advantage under it 
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that its existence is hardly probable. Still, there is 
certainly a further rapprochement between France 
and Russia, and the soreness of French feeling has 
manifested itself not only in the rejection of the 
Brussels Anti-Slavery Convention —a_ rejection 
against which Cardinal Lavigerie has emphatically 
protested, and which secures to any Arab slave dhow 
which chooses to run up French colours the right to 
claim exemption from search by the cruisers of any 
other nation—but in the tacit omission, through a 
similar sentiment, to renew the Convention of 1887 
relative to the suppression of the floating grog-shops 
which infest the North Sea, and turn the fishing 
fleets from time to time into a kind of maritime 
Pandemonium. 

The discussion on the French tariff has been pro- 
ceeding rather more rapidly, but as on Wednesday 
only 170 articles had been discussed out of 650, the 
Chamber has determined upon four morning sittings 
a week. The debate has been interesting, but too 
full of technical detail to admit of condensation. 

The bakers’ strike in Paris has failed, partly 
through the desertion of the butchers, chiefly through 
the energetic steps taken by the Government to 
avoid famine by the utilisation of the various 
military bakeries. These alone could have supplied 
half as much again as the daily consumption—about 
1,000 tons—of Paris; and what little was required 
(47 tonson Thursday) was obtained from Versailles and 
Saint Germain and delivered to the shops on applica- 
tion at the local mairies. Work just now is slack, 
the trade is overstocked with labour, and the dis- 
content found vent in protests against the registry 
offices (against which the movement was mainly 
directed) and abuse of M. Constans. Various minor 
strikes, the tramway strike in Paris, and the omnibus 
strike at Marseilles, have also collapsed. 

The most sensational effect of the renewal of the 
Triple Alliance has been the series of scenes in the 
Italian Chamber on Saturday and Sunday last. 
Signor Cavallotti, the leader of the Extreme Left, 
had for some time intended to bring forward an 
interpellation on the foreign policy of Italy, but had 
postponed it at the special request of the Premier. 
Meanwhile, the Minister of the Interior, Signor 
Nicotera, had prohibited public meetings against the 
renewal of the Triple Alliance, and Signor Colajanui 
had given notice of an interpellation on his action. 
On Saturday the Extreme Left found it convenient 
to take the latter first. Cavallotti withdrew his 
motion, but the Ministry wanted a vote of con- 
fidence, and Admiral Brin, Crispi’s Minister of 
Marine, stepped into his place. How far this was 
regular is a disputed point: the President, at any 
rate, ruled it to be so. There was a wild scene of 
disturbance; the speech of the Premier was not 
delivered, though it was telegraphed over Europe 
all the same, and the sitting was first suspended and 
then adjourned to Sunday. Signor Imbriani urged, 
on the reassembling of the Chamber, that the ad- 
journment under such circumstances to Sunday or a 
holiday was wholly irregular—and Monday was St. 
Peter’sday. Still, the Chamber met, and the majority 
was quite ready to give the Ministry its vote of con- 
fidence ; but the Extreme Left—a small body numeric- 
ally—not unnaturally still disturbed the proceedings. 
Finally, Signor Sidney Sonnino—a member of the 
Right—threw a paper-ball at Signor Cavallotti; the 
latter, who is a poet and philosopher, in return as- 
saulted another deputy by mistake, and there was 
a general free fight with fists. The sitting was sus- 
pended, and on its resumption the two oldest members 
of the Right and Extreme Left—Signori Cavalletto 
and Bovio—exhorted to concord. They were sup- 
ported by the President, and as the House adjourned 
for the vacation they embraced each other and (liter- 
ally) exchanged the kiss of peace. 

The comic aspect of this scene, and its connection 
with the Triple Alliance, rather hide its importance 
for internal politics. There is much more than 
meets the eye behind the behaviour of the Extreme 
Left. Signor Nicotera, despite his recent action, is 


obnoxious to the Extreme Right and the Piedmontese 
group ; as also it is said are the Ministers of Public 
Works and Finance, Signori Branca and Luzzatti. 
Now, had the Premier got his vote of confidence on 
Saturday most of the deputies would have gone home 
and then the subsequent proceedings in the Cham- 
ber could have been so arranged as to compel these 
three Ministers to resign. Then—at least this is the 
version of the Extreme Left as given in the Secolo— 
the reconstructed Ministry would have been free to 
make peace as it pleases with the Vatican; and the 
adjournment of the Chamber has checked all these 
intrigues, prevented a formal approval of the Triple 
Alliance by the representatives of the people, and 
probably hastened .the dissolution which the new 
electoral law has already brought into view. And 
the Extreme Left are entirely satisfied with the 
result. The first meeting to protest against the 
renewal has been held at Rome. Signor Bovio spoke 
to an audience of 2,000. There was no disturbance. 

The Dutch Ministry will give place toa Liberal 
Ministry under M. Tak van Portvliet as soon as the 
German Emperor has left. A Socialist meeting at 
Amsterdam, variously estimated at from one thou- 
sand to three thousand, has protested against his 
reception. 

The interest of German politics this week is 
chiefly retrospective. The Times Paris correspon- 
dent on Tuesday published an account derived from 
Count Miinster of Prince Bismarck’s behaviour when 
he resigned. While he expected that his resignation 
would be refused, he philosophised cheerfully about 
the pleasures of country life; directly it was accepted 
his philosophy disappeared, and his Imperial master 
became “this young man.” The story also related 
that the Emperor William I. had stated that he 
found his Chancellor unmanageable, and had desig- 
nated General von Caprivi as his successor. But for 
this statement Count Miinster has since repudiated 
all responsibility. 

The popular vote on the adoption of the Initiative 
into the Swiss Federal Constitution takes place next 
Sunday. The more moderate Liberals are divided 
upon it, while the Radicals and the Extreme Right 
support it. The Upper House has been reversing the 
decisions of the Lower as to the Ticino amnesty 
and the Federal monopoly of note issue, and the 
Initiative is regarded as a useful means of re- 
opening these questions. The trial of the Ticino 
revolutionists opened on Monday at Ziirich. A bitter 
controversy has been raging as to the responsibility 
for the accident at Ménchenstein and the conduct of 
the various authorities. The cause is as yet un- 
known. The number of “missing” is reduced to 
eleven, all but one foreigners; three of whom are from 
America; but there is no proof that any of the 
eleven were really in the accident. The fortifica- 
tions on the St. Gothard are so far advanced that 
their garrisons are about to be provided. 

There are gloomy reports as to the harvest in 
Russia, and still gloomier news as to the Jewish per- 
secution. The German colonists, numbering at least 
100,000—the most hopeful economic feature of West- 
ern Russia and the bugbear of the Russian Nationalist 
—are to be offered their choice of naturalisation or 
expulsion. They are worthy peasant proprietors, 
who like cheap land, and have found it in Russia. 
But they are supposed to have constructed railways 
for strategic purposes, and to be a kind of military 
colonists in disguise. 

The Greek notables at various places in Crete 
are said to have notified the British Consul at 
Canea that they are compelled to take up arms in 
self-defence. The Havas agency has circulated a 
telegram from Athens announcing the approaching 
arrival of an English squadron to obtain satisfaction 
for the ejectment, during the elections last autumn, 
of the tenants of the English company which has re- 
claimed the bed of Lake Copais, in Boeotia. There is 
no definite news from Yemen. But the revolt is 
clearly very serious, and possibly religious as well 
as political. 
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The Spanish Senate has rejected the Liberal 
proposal reducing the proposed increase in the note 
issue of the Bank of Spain. Petitions against the 
Bill have been presented to the Queen Regent from 
prominent merchants at Madrid. 

The two provincial revolutions in Argentina this 
week—in Catamarca and Santiago del Estero—seem, 
so far as can be judged from the telegrams, rather 
a hopeful sign. One—since reversed, perhaps pro 
formad—was planned, we are told, by the Union 
Civica, in which, unfortunately, there is said to be 
a split; the other, which was bloodless, was a 
protest against the jobbery of the Governor. 

The news from Chili is as conflicting as ever. The 
Presidential Congress endorses the President’s acts, 
and, since opposition is absolutely impossible, the 
election of his successor is proceeding peaceably. 
The Congressional party, to justify their position, 
announce that they are prepared to pay the July cou- 
pons of the Chilian loans. Theyare said to have alarge 
army ready to march southward, and a decisive 
battle is promised shortly. Frightful stories are 
published as to Balmacedist atrocities at Valparaiso. 

The news from Hayti seems to have been much 
exaggerated. The Mexican consulate was never 
violated, and the story of impending Mexican inter- 
vention is false. 


THE SUNDAY QUESTION. 


T is satisfactory to learn from the annual report 
of the Sunday Society that substantial pro- 
gress has been made in the movement for providing 
rational recreation on the first day of the week. 
No doubt we are a long way from a real emancipation 
in this branch of our social well-being. Sunday in 
many of our towns is still a dreary day for most 
citizens, who find every place of entertainment 
shut against them except the public-house. If they 
feel no stimulus in sermons, they must look for it in 
beer. If they have no books or pictures of their 
own, they must not expect access to public libraries 
or galleries. Here and there a municipal authority 
with an unusual flow of public spirit may break 
through the bonds of prejudice, and open gardens or 
museums. But the Legislature will take no action. 
The British Museum cannot be opened on Sunday with- 
out Parliamentary sanction, and no Ministry has the 
audacity to brave the loss of Sabbatarian votes by 
proposing that the example of some of the provincial 
cities should be followed in the metropolis. The 
House of Commons is engaged in the discussion of a 
scheme for extending the facilities of education. It 
is a question in which both the great parties of 
the State are deeply interested, but neither of them 
has the desire or the courage to promote a reform 
which exercises an educational influence of the 
most unqualified kind. Probably there are few 
public men of any note who are not fully aware 
of the mischievous absurdity of our Sabbatarian 
system, who do not see the folly of a convention 
which makes Sunday a day of lethargy or debauchery 
to many, simply because the doors of public buildings 
are shut on the one weekly holiday of the people. But 
most politicians seem to live in dread of deputations 
from the Lord’s Day Observanc? Society. They may 
have perfectly clear views as to the Sunday Labour 
Question, but they do not care to discuss it openly. 
There are religious susceptibilities which must not be 
offended, even though they are manifestly inconsist- 
ent with the public welfare and with any reasonable 
observance of the Sabbath. How many legislators, 
who expound beautiful programmes of social 
amelioration to their constituents, ever dream of at- 
tempting to dislodge the extraordinary error which 
makes easy-going citizens quite content with the 
Sunday liquor traffic, with Sunday travel, with a 
number of occupations which involve Sunday labour, 
and yet obstinately opposed to the opening of educa- 
tional institutions on the one day when the people 


have full leisure to appreciate them? This task of 
enlightenment is left to the individual efforts of men 
like the members of the Sunday Society, who have 
to face foolish misconstruction of motives, and to 
push their way through the obtuseness which is re- 
presented by the parrot-cry about the “desecration” 
of the Sabbath, while people who have an intelligent 
estimate of the necessities of human affairs, but an 
unwholesome respect for unintelligent prejudices, 
will not move a finger in the cause of reason. 

The report of the Sunday Society shows that in 
some of the most populous centres, such as Dublin, 
Edinburgh, Manchester, Birmingham, Bradford, New- 
castle, Halifax, and Sheffield, public libraries and 
galleries have been opened on Sunday with excellent 
results. What have the Sabbatarians to say? Can 
they point to any increase of crime in these places? 
Do they suggest that the opening of Kew Gardens 
on Sunday has lowered the moral tone of the com- 
munity? Is the sight of flowers on the first day of 
the week pernicious to the soul of the man, woman, 
or child who never sees them on any other day? 
Do books and pictures corrupt on Sunday the 
mind which would be improved by them on 
Monday? Have the magistrates of Birmingham 
or Manchester to cope with a heavier calendar of 
drunkenness because Sunday is “desecrated” by 
the exhibition of artistic and scientific treasures ? 
In the course of his presidential address to the 
Sunday Society, Mr. Brunner declared that the 
attendance at places of worship had not diminished 
in towns where the operations of the society had 
been successful. Do the Sabbatarians dispute this? 
Can they show that church and chapel are deserted 
for galleries and museums? Or will they frankly 
argue that it is better for a man to lounge about the 
streets, or spend his Sunday in the public-house, than 
have an opportunity on that day of passing his time 
in a manner which is at least superior to either of 
those amusements? But of late years the Sab- 
batarians have been chary of discussing the 
question on this ground. They confine them- 
selves as a rule to the simple proposition that 
Sunday recreation for the many which involves 
Sunday labour for a few is obnoxious to any 
true sense of religion. To maintain this theory they 
overlook the somewhat obtrusive fact that the world 
cannot stand still for four-and-twenty hours. If we 
could all lead a pastoral existence it might be prac- 
ticable to reduce Sunday labour to the operation 
of milking the cows. But in our complex social 
system it is impossible,even with the best intentions, 
to stop the human machine for one day in the week. 
Has any Sabbatarian ever satisfied his conscience 
with regard to Monday’s newspaper? He must 
know that it is produced by Sunday labour, and that 
a great portion of the day which he claims for devo- 
tional exercises must be given to the preparation of 
the journal which he reads with unabated interest 
the following morning. It is not possible, and it is 
certainly not desirable, that the world should be left 
in ignorance on Monday morning of matters to which 
it is vitally important to give the utmost publicity. 
The theory that the many ought not to profit by 
the Sabbath labours of the few breaks down at the 
first practical test. Perhaps we shall be told that 
this is no reason for increasing those labours when 
they can be avoided. But if men must work on 
Sunday to supply the world with news, and if no 
Sabbatarian discovers that this is ‘ desecration,” 
why should they not perform routine duties on that 
day to enable multitudes to use the museums and 
libraries? The supposed hardship is quite visionary, 
for everybody knows that the attendants in a 
museum on Sundays can be relieved on other days. 
There is positively no reason why a conspicuous 
benefit should be denied to the community because 
the Sabbatarian who avails himself without scruple 
on Monday of the fruits of Sunday labour is so 
solicitous for the Sabbath leisure of officials who 
would not suffer from the reform which he strenu- 
ously resists. 
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It is not surprising that so illogical a prejudice 
should always point to the Continental Sunday as 
the inevitable result of any relaxation of Sabbatarian 
rigour. As Mr. Brunner remarked with equal courage 
and good sense, the Continental Sunday has at least 
this advantage, that it enables families to indulge in 
innocent pleasures which promote domestic harmony, 
whereas in England the head of the family too often 
spends his Sunday in the public-house for lack of 
any other place of amusement, and his wife and 
children are left to await his return in a con- 
dition which is not calculated to minister to the 
general gaiety. But people who imagine that 
the Sunday opening of galleries and libraries 
must lead to the opening of theatres might 
consider whether the large body of workers who 
would be affected by such a step are in the least 
desirous of the change. Nobody prizes his Sunday 
rest more highly than the actor, and neither from 
the theatrical profession nor from the public is 
there any demand for Sunday theatres. But to 
the opening of public libraries and picture galleries 
there is no objection apart from the inconsequent 
protest which is founded on the assumption that 
man was made for the Sabbath. The true friends 
of religion must ally themselves with a move- 
ment which assails no fundamental principle of faith 
or morals, but is manifestly conceived in the best 
interests of the poor, who are in no wise attracted 
by the Sunday observance which treats the rational 
exercise of the faculties as a sin. 


THE VICTORIA UNIVERSITY. 


HE University of the North does well to lay 

broad its foundations. In the matter of pure 
scholarship it is, and probably always will be, 
heavily handicapped by the competition of the older 
universities. Its best chance, therefore, lies in cater- 
ing for the requirements and developing the special 
talents of the district in which the incorporated 
colleges lie, and in still further strengthening its hold 
on the locality by allying itself with every other 
educational institution in the neighbourhood that pos- 
sesses any vitality. To this wise course of action the 
governing body are steadily adhering, and every 
year chronicles a fresh move towards the legitimate 
popularisation of the University. To a certain 
extent, natural rivalry and emulation among the 
constituent colleges of Leeds, Liverpool, and Man- 
chester may be trusted to develop such special 
features as are likely to enhance the success of 
each, and through the individual to benefit the 
University. The Technical Department of the 
Yorkshire College and the flourishing medical school 
of Owens College are instances in point; while 
in Liverpool private munificence is making haste 
to remove any shortcomings previously existing 
in the equipment of University College. In the 
prominence which is given to science, the Uni- 
versity and the colleges that compose it are but 
giving expression to local proclivities; for the same 
natural bent which has produced the great mechani- 
eal inventions of Lancashire and Yorkshire, still 
impels the youth of those counties strongly towards 
the study of science, and for one lad with a natural 
taste for art or literature, there are a dozen who are 
keenly interested in anything that science has to say. 
By developing a system of local lectures, the Uni- 
versity is at the same time widening its sphere of 
influence, though possibly at a slight temporary 
cost to college attendance. 

This year the new step in advance notified by the 
Vice-Chancellor in his annual statement is the institu- 
tion of degrees in music. Here, again, the influence 
of the genius loci may be traced ; for if there is one 
thing more than another which the men of the 
“North Countrie” love,it is music. Those who know 
the districts intimately, say that the amount of 
undeveloped musical talent in the two counties is 


immense. In those forms in which it can readily 
find expression it has already won recognition ; 
the fame of Yorkshire choirs has long since been 
noised abroad, and the excellent brass bands of 
Lancashire, with their frequent and closely-fought 
competitions, are an example of what working men, 
unaided, may do in the direction of musical cultiva- 
tion. It may be worth mentioning here that the 
strong sense of time and rhythm which is char- 
acteristic of Lancashire singers and players is at- 
tributed by some to the gradual influence of the 
local art of clog-dancing, the sharp clatter of the 
clogs enforcing the lesson of rhythm upon one 
generation after another with unerring effect. It 
does not follow, however, from what has been 
said, that because degrees in music have been 
instituted candidates will flock into the examina- 
tion-rooms of the Victoria University. According 
to the charter, teaching is a necessary preliminary to 
examination; and when all the colleges are equipped 
with the necessary staff, which is at present possessed 
by Owens College only, itis by no means certain that 
classes in the theory of music will flourish apart from 
the practical instruction which to most students 
represents the attractive side of music. The latter 
can hardly be attempted in an ordinary college, and 
other institutions for the systematic study of 
music there are none. Outside London musical 
education in England is still chaotic. 

The degrees of the Victoria University are, it is 
well known, open to women. In Leeds and Liver- 
pool the instruction necessary to their attainment is 
open also, but in Manchester the case is different. 
Owens College not having begun its existence as a 
mixed college, women students have had to work 
their way in gradually, and the process is still far 
from complete. All the degrees in arts are access- 
ible to women, but practically, with a few excep- 
tions, those in science are not. The usual difficulty 
as to laboratory accommodation stands, it is said, in 
the way; but, however this may be, it is clear that 
the superior position of the Leeds and Liverpool 
Colleges in this respect must soon force Owens 
College to make provision in some form or other for 
the instruction of women students in science. It is 
gratifying to notice in this connection that two 
University prizes—the Thomasson English Essay 
Prize and the Cobden Prize—have this year been 
carried off by ladies. 


A FAMILY AFFAIR. 


JN the current number of Harper’s Magazine there 

is printed an article entitled “Briticisms and 
Americanisms,” and written by Mr. Brander Matthews, 
a gifted citizen of the United States. Mr. Matthews 
has visited England, and is indignant with the intol- 
erance we show towards the improvements which 
his fellow-countrymen have grafted on the English 
language. These improvements, he points out, exas- 
perate us: and he adds haughtily that “probably 
the small sword will always be exasperating to those 
who cling to the boxing-glove.” In his wrath he 
declares that the last tie which bound the United 
States to the Mother Country is broken. “ We know 
now that the mother tongue is a heritage and not a 
loan.” Inanother place heis very sarcastic. “ When 
Englishmen,” he says, “ are forced to compare them- 
selves with men of any other country, no doubt it 
must be difficult for them not to plume themselves 
on their superior virtue. But modesty is also a 
virtue, and if this were more often cultivated in 
Great Britain, the French, for example, would have 
fewer occasions for making pointed remarks about 
la morgue britannique.” He fallsfoulof a remark inthe 
first edition of Dean Alford’s “The Queen’s English,” 
and he points jeeringly at a novel, “'The Ladies’ Gal- 
lery,” written by Mrs.Campbell Praed in collaboration 
with Mr. Justin McCarthy, and asks if we are going 
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to raise an alarm over the Australian slang which 
abounds in that work. 

But poor Dean Alford wrote in 1863, and we 
understood that his little indiscretions—withdrawn 
in later editions of “The Queen’s English”—were 
paid for over the Alabama affair. Surely they 
formed the basis of some of the “ indirect claims.” 
And as for “ The Ladies’ Gallery,” we don’t remember 
that this novel, “ written in the last decade but one 
of the nineteenth century by an Australian lady in 
collaboration with a Member of Parliament,” upset 
anybody. It was a fair conjunction, and Heaven 
smiled upon it, no doubt. Nor, if we may judge 
from the extracts quoted by Mr. Mathews, do we see 
how the veriest pedant could have raised “a cry of 
alarm” over it. We can suggest no substitute for 
“the wild howling of the dingoes in the scrub ;” for 
the “hard junk of wallabi flesh”; for the diet of 
“wild plums and bandicoot.” We suppose a dingo 
to be a dingo in whatever district he enlivens, and 
we take the bandicoot for granted, as we take the 
katydid and the whip-poor-will. Who are we, that 
we should refuse a continent its local colour ? 

No: in his wrath Mr. Matthews does us an in- 
justice. It is true that some of our British poets 
and novelists, whose works have been adopted by 
his compatriots (‘‘free of authorial expenses ’’), have 
pleaded that they might at least be allowed to 
recognise their offspring. The bard, for instance, 
who wrote the famous “ Stanzas on Chivalry,” urged, 
with some show of reason, that the lines— 


“ The specter of honor, appareled in meter, 
Shall glow with the marvelous luster of yore : 
And valor, eclipsed in the smoke of salt-peter, 
Forever emerge in the colors she wore— 


were all very pretty, but he for his part preferred 
valour to emerge in the language he spelt it. The 
British author may, now and then, have claimed the 
right to give his work to the world in the form 
which he thought best, as did Mr. Kipling in a recent 
controversy with Messrs. Harper and Brothers. But 
surely the Englishman has long since ceased to claim 
that his language was lent (or “loaned” if Mr. 
Matthews prefer it) to his American brother; and 
surely there lurked no desire behind (or “ back of”) 
the welcome, which we hope was extended to Mr. 
Matthews on these shores, that he should return the 
common expressions of thanks in any but the 
language which best suited him. Nay, if we are 
sorry that he chose, at the end of his last visit, to 
skedaddle rather than to leave, it is only because the 
British expression seems to connote more of linger- 
ing regret than the American. 

And we feel sure that the haste of the ske- 
daddling, rather than the parting, guest must be 
responsible for one or two inaccuracies in Mr. 
Matthews’s reminiscences. The use of “like” for 
“as” is really not considered tolerable in this 
country by men who have a right to speak on 
behalf of the English language. Dr. Furnivall has 
been defending it lately; but Dr. Furnivall’s word 
is as authoritative as—let us say—a bandicoot’s. 
When Mr. Bagehot wrote the sentence, “ Why can’t 
the French have Kings, Lords, and Commons, like 
we have?” he put that sentence into the mouths of 
half-educated people, and was doubtless as well 
aware as Mr. Matthews of its impropriety. But 
even if we grant that he wrote it seriously, it is 
merely ungrammatical. Mr. Matthews’s strictures 
cease on p. 222 of Harper’s: on p. 317 he may find 
the following sentence from the pen of Mr. William 
Dean Howells, flower of American writers :— 


“Here is a novel that in breadth and depth has few equals asa 
study of American life, of American life psychically, socially, politi- 
cally, in types drawn from a wide range of our conditions in city and 
country.” 


Nobody would call the use of the adverbs here an 
Americanism. It is simply a piece of bad grammar, 
or (if the word “grammar” be demurred to) of 


abominably slip-shod writing. The best writers are 
liable to be interrupted with an announcement that 


lunch is ready ; and it seems hard that their country- 
men should take the consequences. 

Nor can we find the educated Englishman who 
says “ different to” when he should say “ different 
from.” Mr. Hurlbert—another victim of English 
intolerance—might hunt for him when he has done 
with the pursuit of Wilfrid Murray. On the other 
hand, some of Mr. Matthews’s charges have founda- 
tion enough. An Englishman does venture to taste 
“tinned ” meat “ which we Americans would suspect 
to be tainted by the metal, although we have no 
prejudice against ‘canned’ meats.” But perhaps 
the Englishman calls it so because he does sus- 
pect it to be tainted with the metal: and cer- 
tainly he often proves his sincerity by dying of the 
effects. The Englishman does say “a goods train” 
where the American says “a freight train,’ and Mr. 
Matthews allows that “neither term has the right 
of way as against the other” (can this be an 
Americanism ?). We do indeed limit the meaning of 
the term “ bug,” and a few of us, we regret to say, 
give the word “bloody” “an ulterior significance.” 
Our “agricultural labourer” is clumsier than the 
American’s “ farm hand,” our “lift”’ perhaps handier 
than her “elevator”; “keyless watch” is less 
picturesque than “stem-winder,’ but “ low-necked 
gowns” (we submit) become the Anglo-Saxon 
wearer better than “ decollete costumes,” and “legs” 
are more definite than “limbs.” Between “railroad” 
and “railway,” “baggage’”’ and “luggage,” who shall 
decide ? 

With our eyes fixed nervously on Mr. Brander 
Matthews’s small sword, we want to point out that 
when “an Englishwoman of fashion” talks of going 
to a “swagger function at which she will expect to 
meet no end of smart people” she is not talking 
English, but something as far removed from it as the 
dialect of Yorkshire or Devon; and that to charge 
the eccentricities of her speech upon our writers and 
scholars is as unjust—(you are a little unjust, 
cousin)—as it would be to make Mr. Howells respons- 
ible for the “howdy’s” of Brer Fox and Brer 
Rabbit. It is no “sneering insularity ” (well was our 
cousin christened “ Brander”) that leads us to exclude 
“skedaddle” from our written language, for therein 
we omit also to “ cut our stick.” Would Mr. Howells 
skedaddle in print? Has not slang to wait some 
while even outside the editor’s study in Franklin 
Square ? 

Our cousin speaks in his haste. To our mind, the 
difference in speech between England and America 
is so slight that, considering the many years dividing 
us from the Declaration of Independence, and how 
far we might have drifted apart in all this time, we 
cannot feel angry with Mr. Matthews, even though 
he threaten us with a small sword. We feel certain 
that he wears the strawberry-mark somewhere; and, 
drawing off the clumsy boxing-glove, invite him to 
shake hands. 


ROLF BOLDREWOOD. 


ERE is a man of whom we made too little while 

we had him. He was Mr. A. T. Browne, a 
colonial police magistrate, and died the other day, 
aged about sixty. Of course he is not in “ Men of 
the Time,” though many men of the time have sat 
up half the night entranced in his “ Robbery under 
Arms,” of all recent stories the one to which boys 


can with most justice apply their own adjective — 


“ripping.” 

Mr. Browne's literary work was done when he 
killed Starlight. True, he followed “ Robbery under 
Arms” with several other novels of colonial life, but 
they are dull affairs, and, good though the bush- 
ranging story is, it will hardly keep them alive. Mr. 
Browne was a man of one book, and he was in the 
fifties when he wrote it. His fellow-colonials who 
knew him never dreamed that he was to write the 
best of all colonial tales (not even excepting “ For the 
Term of his Natural Life”). He published it ina 
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Sydney paper, and still they disbelieved. Then a 
London publisher brought it out, and it threatened 
to fall flat. Then it passed into the hands of Messrs. 
Maemillan, and statesmen and schoolboys began to 
talk of it in similar terms, and edition after edition 
was called for, and colonials, asked eagerly if they 
knew Rolf Boldrewood, replied wonderingly, “ He 
is called Browne, but it can’t be a good book ; there 
is nothing much in Browne.” 

There was, however, a great deal in Browne. 
“Nothing,” his fellow-colonials may reply, “ that we 
did not know as well as he, for his bushranging 
stories are familiar to everyone in Australasia.” ‘Yes, 
they were familiar to all, but Australasia had to 
wait for the Rolf Boldrewood who could weave 
them into a romance. After one has finished the 
book, it is easy to note faults. There are pages of 
cheap moralising. No criminal under sentence of 
death would have sat down to write such a bulky 
volume of reminiscences; and this particular one 
could not have done it in as many years as he had 
weeks. The love scenes are tedious, the style is as 
careless as as Sir Walter’s. Indeed, it is not there 
that the resemblance to Sir Walter ends. Mr. Browne 
had the gift of story-telling, there was a glamour on 
his pages, his figures seemed real, he could be gay as 
Charles Lever ; though he shook his head at the wild 
tales of “ bailing-up,” he chuckled audibly in the tell- 
ing of them, he could jump up behind the bushrangers 
when they were on practical joke intent, he is often 
humorous, and there is pathos that brings tears 
here and there. How well drawn is the veteran of 
the quartette, with his pipe and dog, how the picture 
of his broken-hearted wife keeps the memory! Has 
not Starlight a noble moment when he dies? Already 
“Robbery under Arms” has produced its crop of 
imitators, but the ground will not yield twice. This 
is not to be regretted, for only a Rolf Boldrewood 
can interest boys in the highwaymen of the bush 
without giving them a thirst to be off in a mask on 
some fine moonlight night. And even Rolf Boldre- 
wood does not tell why the miners and stockmen 
were so eager to hang the bushranger when they 
caught him. 


TALLEYRAND AND PALMERSTON. 


PASSAGE in Talleyrand’s Memoirs, quoted 

conspicuously in the Times of Thursday, 

is in our opinion conclusive as to the manner in 

which they have been produced. It was necessary 

that Talleyrand should say something about Lord 

Palmerston, and this is what he has been made to 
say 


Lord Palmerston is certainly one of, if not quite, the ablest of 
statesmen I have ever met with in all my official career. He possesses 
all the aptitude and capacity which most contributes to form such a 
man in England—extensive and varied information, indefatigable 
activity, an iron constitution, inexhaustible mental resources, and 
great facility of speech in Parliament. Without being what is called 
a great debater, his style of eloquence is biting and satirical, his talent 
lying more in his power of crushing an adversary under the weight 
of his irony and sarcasm than of convincing his auditors ; and, further- 
more, he has great social qualities and highly finished manners, 
There is one point in his character, however, which, to my mind, 
entirely outweighs all these advantages, and would prevent his being 
considered in the light of a real statesman—he allows his passions to 
influence him in public affairs, to the extent of sometimes sacrificing 
the greatest interests to his personal feelings. It may be said that 
nearly every political question resolves itself with him into a ‘personal 
one ; and, whilst seeming to defend the interests of his country, it is 
nearly always those of his hatred or revenge that he is serving. 
He is very skilful in hiding this secret motive under at I 
might call patriotic appearances; and it is by this same skill 
that he nearly always contrives to influence a considerable portion of 
public opinion, which he leads in whatever direction his own personal 
passions indicate. I shall often have the opportunity of proving the 
truth of these remarks, which explains how Lord Palmerston has 
always retained a certain popularity, even when changing his party, 
and whilst lending his great talents and abilities in turn to the Tories, 
the Whigs, and even at times to the Radicals. There are few English- 
men who know as well as he does how to excite John Bull’s patriotic 
feelings. We worked very amicably together during the first months 
of the conference, and it is to this accord that the excellent results 
that were obtained may be attributed. 


This is a fair description of the Palmerston of 
1850, as he appeared to many Frenchmen, but could 
not have been written during the life of Talleyrand, 
who died in 1838. Up to that time Palmerston had 
never shown any disposition to co-operate with the 
Radicals, but was, on the contrary, regarded as one 
of the most Conservative members of the Whig 
Ministry; he had acquired no reputation for 
eloquence, and no special influence over public 
opinion, nor, in short, displayed any of the qualities 
which afterwards made him so admired and so 
desired as a Foreign Minister. The passage is a 
palpable interpolation; and how many more may 
there not be? 


OPEN QUESTIONS. 


I—Is THis WoRLD REALLY INHABITED ? 


HE other day I came across a very curious thing 
in the news-vapours. By news-vapours I mean 
the news-vapours of the moon, which are very much 
the same as our newspapers, but more foggy. Owing 
to the low lunar temperature, their circulation is 
necessarily feebler: and for reasons which any 
shilling handbook to astronomy would make fairly 
clear, they are only able to see one side of any 
question. We produce nothing like them. We 
might send most of our newspapers to the moon to- 
morrow, but they would not in consequence become 
news-vapours. They never would be mist, as one of 
our own poets has written. 

The subject which interested me was a discussion 
among the Beings of the moon, as to whether the 
world was really inhabited. I should explain—as it 
is not in the shilling handbooks—that the chief 
distinction between the Beings of the moon and the 
beings of this world is that the former are spelt with 
a very much larger B than we are, but are pro- 
nounced with much less emphasis. There are also 
minor points of difference; for instance, they have 
no material bodies, do not die, and partially control 
their own circumstances. The discussion had been 
started by some recent discoveries made through the 
Increaser, an ingenious invention for producing 
hypersesthesia, composed chiefly of electricity and 
cog-wheels. It enables Beings on the moon to dis- 
tinguish certain objects on this earth. Before 
these discoveries were made the Increaser had to 
some extent been discredited, for so far it had 
never been possible to get two Beings to hear or see 
the same things by its means. It was altogether too 
petulant and varied. Two professors, of equal in- 
accuracy and dishonesty, would use it in precisely 
the same direction, and yet would see and hear 
totally different things. For instance, one professor 
would declare that a certain object at which he was 
looking was a Lord Mayor’s coach. Another pro- 
fessor would be equally certain that the same object 
was simply an advertisement of “ The Comic Microbe 
Cleanser, That Will Not Wash Girls.” The great 
point of these recent discoveries was that at last five 
professors had all managed to agree about certain 
results which they had obtained by means of the 
Increaser. There was a brief description of these 
discoveries in the news-vapours to which I referred. 
They were as follows :— 


1. A portion of matter, full outside, white, 
oblong, mounted on four revolving discs, 
and called—as far as could be heard—* Put- 
nibus.” There was a bell attached to it, 
but it can hardly have been a church, as it 
was crowded. 

2. A frock-coat, stern expression, and gardenia ; 
combined and moving slowly westward. 

3. Unhappy eyes and a bonnet, looking through 
something labelled “Smoking.” This object 
was heard to say distinctly, “ Porter, if this 
is not Clappum, which is Clappum? And 
where’s my box? And I believe it is Clap- 
pum.” Conjectured to be feminine. 
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It will be noticed that the Increaser allowed the 
professors to see certain definite objects, but kept 
them in utter ignorance of the environment of those 
objects; so it had the full value of an argument 
from statistics. It allowed the professors to hear 
certain words, but not their context; so it also had 
the value of an argument in polemical theology. 
I call attention to these points because I want it to 
be understood that these discoveries were rightly 
considered by the Beings to be of the first importance. 
The news-vapour settled the question very clearly 
and briefly. None of these three objects (said 
the leading article—so called from its habit of 
following public opinion) could possibly be con- 
sidered to partake of the nature of Beings. 
The temperature was too high; and it was 
absolutely certain that the atmosphere contained 
oxygen, which no Being would tolerate for a 
moment. If there was any life in these three 
objects at all, it was so terribly limited by its 
envelope of matter, that it was hardly worth while 
to call it life. The same number of the news-vapour 
contained a letter from one of the professors, which 
went still further. It pointed out that in all the 
three objects observed there was motion; that 
no one would move if he was in harmony with his 
environment ; that to be out of harmony with one’s 
environment was death; and that consequently the 
world was not inhabited. 

It interested me to read this, because it confirmed 
an opinion which I myself had formed though on 
different, and possibly less scientific, grounds. Let 
me commence with an illustration—a little experi- 
ment which any of us might make. Take a woman 
—any woman will do—and put her in a four-wheeled 
cab, drawing down the blinds. The only person for 
whom she will exist is the cabman; to the rest of the 
people in the street she is nothing—they are not aware 
of her. To the cabman she is a fare, but she is not 
a fare to outward view as other maidens be, in the case 
of the hansom. In much the same way most of the 
inhabitants of Greenland do not exist as far as most 
of the inhabitants of England are concerned; nor do 
most of the inhabitants of England exist as far as 
the inhabitants of Greenland are concerned. There- 
fore, adding together the two experiences, in the 
general opinion of both countries neither is inhabited 
—in any real sense. One might apply the same argu- 
ment to the inhabitants of Park Lane and Blooms- 
bury, or Bloomsbury and Whitechapel. Is not this 
logic? If not, what is it? 

It may be objected, however, that everyone is 
definitely sure of the existence of a small circle of 
friends. The higher the social distinction, the smaller 
the circle. My own circle comprises one person only, 
a man, whom I know on the understanding that he 
need not acknowledge me in streets, clubs, or other 
public places. I was wrong in using the word know. 
If he really knew me, and I really knew him, we 
should be definitely sure of each other’s existence, 
and might say that the world was to some extent 
inhabited. But it is not. What I really know is 
not the man himself, but the nearest that he can 
approximate to the impression which he wishes me 
to have of him ; what he really knows is not me, but 
all that I am unable to conceal of my natural de- 
‘ficiencies. 

Consequently, my own opinion is that the world 
is solely inhabited by five-eighths of myself. 

I may be wrong. I am willing to leave it an 
open question. If anyone has anything to say on 
the subject in a proper scientific spirit, logically, 


takine the thing seriously, I shall be very willing to 
hear him. 


THE NAUTCH GIRL. 


NE of the most important incidents in the new 
Savoy opera entitled The Nautch Girl may 

~vell have been suggested by an authentic story of 
an incident which happened some fifty years ago to 


the miraculous image of the Holy Virgin outside one 
of the gates of the Kremlin at Moscow. A pious 
lady who had been kneeling before the icon, rose, 
kissed it fervently on its diamond eyes, and then, 
in a paroxysm of devotion, bit out one of the 
diamonds. In Mr. George Dance’s clever opera 
book, an English traveller for a London curiosity 
shop abstracts by a simpler method a diamond 
which has served as left eye to the Indian idol, 
Bumbo. This has such an awakening effect on 
the old stone god that it calls him to life even 
as the statue of the Commander in Don Juan 
is made animate by an insult of a different, but 
equally offensive, character. Meanwhile the pur- 
loined diamond has started on a most surprising 
course of adventures. A high-priest and a couple 
of Thugs who have been employed by some eccle- 
siastical authority in Hindostan to regain possession 
of the missing eye, follow the precious object to 
Hatton Garden, where, however, it has just been 
stolen by a prosperous burglar, who places it in a 
bank whose cashier absconds with it to Spain, 
whence it is forwarded by a brigand, who has 
stolen it from the cashier’s portmanteau, to the 
Spanish Exhibition at Earl’s Court. The brigand, 
after being made the lion of the London season, 
gives the diamond to a countess, who, questioned 
about it by her husband, declares she found it 
in the folds of her dress after an unusually 
severe struggle at one of the Queen’s Drawing 
Rooms. The Earl is incredulous enough not to put 
faith in this story, and in his rage throws the dia- 
mond out of window. It is swallowed up by a 
Cochin China fowl, who the next day is killed. 
Afterwards, in the words of the personage who 
narrates the surprising chain of events, “it was 
discovered by the cook in dressing the bird. She 
gave it to a policeman, who gave it to a housemaid, 
who gave it to a Life Guardsman, who gave it to a 
pretty parlourmaid, who gave it toa young gentleman 
just home from Eton, against whom she soon after- 
wards entered an action for breach of promise. After 
a vain attempt to convince the court that his letters 
had been written by a foster-brother, of whom he 
was the identical image, the youth fled with the 
diamond to other climes. He was last heard of in 
the interior of Africa, where he has evaded our 
emissaries, and twice escaped being ‘rescued’ by 
private expeditions sent out by the English.” At 
last the eye of Bumbo is left at the stage door for 
Chinna, the leading dancer in a company of Nautch 
girls, and the animated idol recognises it among the 
jewels she is wearing. 

The incident of the theft of the sacred diamond 
is quite the best thing in a piece which contains a 
fair amount of ingenuity and humour. The Nautch 
Girl, who ultimately pairs off with the idol, and who 
is represented with her wonted vivacity by Miss 
Jessie Bond, is not the heroine of the work, in which 
she nevertheless plays a very prominent part. 

The leading lady is not intended to be comic, and 
does not by any means succeed in being lively. She 
is interesting, however, in appearance, and sings 
moderately well. Called Beebee in the piece, she 
is by her private name Miss Lenore Snyder, and, like 
so many prime donne now before the public, whether 
in heavy opera or opera of the frivolous kind, comes 
from the United States. Beebee, like Chinna, is a 
Nautch girl; and she is beloved by Indru (Mr. Courtice 
Pounds), son of the Rajah of Chutneypore, whose 
affection she fully returns. But Indru is a Brahmin, 
whereas Beebee is of the lowest caste. A marriage, 
theftfore, between them is out of the question ; but 
to render it possible the devoted Indru breaks his 
caste by eating a small portion of “ potted cow.” He 
has searcely, however, done so, when to his grief and 
despair he discovers that after an official inquiry 
Beebee has been recognised as of the highest caste. 
The contemplated marriage between them is now, 
therefore, as impracticable as ever. Nevertheless, in 
defiance of all law, it takes place, and Indru as prime 
offender in the matter is sentenced to death. How 
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he is rescued from prison by the coquettish 
Chinna, who for her services would like to be 
rewarded with his hand, and how the Rajah (re- 
presented with a sort of stolid pomp by Mr. 
Rutland Barrington) is, as father of the convicted 
felon, degraded from his high office and himself 
sentenced to death, need not be told in detail. After 
being put entirely wrong, things are ultimately set 
absolutely right by the supreme authority of the 
god Bumbo, who in his animated character is but 
the idol of a moment, and at the end of the piece 
proclaims his intention of returning for another 
thousand years or so to his pedestal. 

The unquestionable drollery of the piece loses, as 
a matter of course, by being calmly narrated. Set 
to music, on the other hand—even to such trivial 
music as is furnished by Mr. Edward Solomon—its 
effect is increased ; and it is brought out, moreover, 
with all possible point by the singers and actors of 
a sufficiently strong cast. Several of the performers 
have already been mentioned in terms of praise ; and 
it must be added that Mr. W. H. Denny, the grim, 
grotesque executioner of The Yeomen of the 
Guard, with his stony demeanour and mechanical 
gait, was excellent in the part of the animated 
statue, whilst Mr. Thornton, as the Rajah’s treacher- 
ous Grand Vizier, was always intelligent and often 
amusing. 

To the question, however, whether The Nautch 
Girl can be considered equal or even comparable to 
any one of the long series of operas supplied to the 
Savoy management by Mr. W. S. Gilbert and Sir 
Arthur Sullivan there can be but one answer. Mr. 
George Dance imitates cleverly the style of Mr. W. 
S. Gilbert, and Mr. Edward Solomon less cleverly 
the style of Sir Arthur Sullivan. But the new 
librettist and composer can only copy imperfectly 
what their chosen models have already done. If the 
new Savoy opera had been the work of the old 
librettist and the old composer of the Savoy Theatre 
it would have contained new fancies and new melodies, 
and it would have been not here and there, but from 
beginning to end a work of art. There is a want of 
finish in the clever verses of Mr. Dance, as also in 
those of his equally clever occasional collaborator, 
Mr. Desprez; while Mr. Solomon’s music is not only 
familiar, but in many places vulgar. He approaches 
Sullivan less nearly than Adolphe Adam approaches 
Auber. Never once do his strains rise above the 
level of commonplace. It must be added, on the 
other hand, that their jingle suits invariably the 
rhythm of the words, which in vocal compositions 
is itself an element of success. Pieces, however, like 
The Nautch Girl do not depend for prosperity ex- 
clusively on the libretto and the music. The mise en 
scéne counts for much, and the scenery equally with 
the dresses of the new opera is thoroughly appro- 
priate and thoroughly beautiful. 


THE DRAMA. 


HE prejudice against players is a delicate sub- 
ject, which the players themselves are, it may 

be discreetly hinted to them, somewhat too prone to 
discuss uncritically. At the recent dinner of the 
Actors’ Benevolent Fund, the familiar grievance, it 
seems, was brought forward once more. Mr. Henry 
Irving declared the prejudice to be “ignorant,” 
and passed some severe strictures on the so-called 
“theatrical missions” which trade upon it. Mr. 
John Hare added that it was “ bitter and unreason- 
ing,” and was sarcastic at the expense of a certain 
popular preacher, “who, while he reviled the theatre, 
did not hesitate to transfer to the tabernacle the 
more rudimentary tricks and effects of the stage.” 
Both gentlemen, doubtless, do well to be angry. 
They speak of what they know—of that particular 
form of the anti-histrionic prejudice which comes 
home to their business and bosoms. The active, out- 


spoken opposition to the theatre is in the England 
of to-day mainly sectarian. But the prejudice exists, 
always has existed, in many other quarters than those 
in which it finds loudest expression ; it is, indeed, com- 
mon to all societies and to all times. Mr. Hare seems 
to have underrated its extent and its historic import- 
ance. He thinks it is confined to a particular sect, 
and does not “emanate from the churches where the 
traditions of culture and liberality have been em- 
bodied in a Liddon or a Newman.” But what of the 
bishop, of Liddon’s church, who confessed to Mr. 
Irving that he avoided the theatre because “he was 
afraid of the Rock and the Record”? What of the 
bishop, of Newman’s church, greater even than 
Newman, who condemned acting as “ the prostitution 
of a body purified by baptism”? The prejudice is 
not merely Christian. John Chinaman has no 
reverence for baptism, but he has decreed that the 
son of an actor (along with the son of the public exe- 
cutioner) shall be ineligible for the mandarinate. 
If only for its antiquity, the prejudice is venerable ; 
it came in with Thespis and his cart. I wish Mr. 
John Hare would take up his Plutarch, and read 
there how “Solon went to see Thespis himself, 
as the ancient custom was, act; and after the 
play was done, he addressed him, and asked 
him if he was not ashamed to tell so many lies before 
such a number of people.” Mr. Hare might then 
turn to his Plato, and see, in the third book of the 
“Republic” how unworthy it is of a man to be al- 
ways speaking in the person of others. After that, he 
would, I think, have a little more indulgence for the 
prejudice of Mr. Spurgeon, who after all is only ex- 
pressing in a somewhat crude and violent form a 
feeling as old and as wide as the world itself. Actors 
are admired, applauded, highly rewarded, loved, 
envied, the objects of the most flattering (not to say 
the most impertinent) curiosity. Yet deep down in 
the hearts of men there persists the feeling that to 
make a public show of yourself for money, to be 
always expressing ideas not your own, and emotions 
which you do not feel, to pretend in short to be 
what you are not—to clap a hump on your back and 
eall yourself Richard the Third, as Johnson puts it— 
is to violate the dignity of a citizen and a free man, 
to resign the “captaincy of your soul.” You may 
consider this feeling Philistine, if you will; call it 
“ignorant” with Mr. Irving, “bitter and unreasoning” 
with Mr. Hare; but the point is that nearly all men, 
whether consciously or unconsciously, entertain it. 
Iam not defending the prejudice. I am merely 
trying to appreciate it. Why will not the actors do 
the same? Why will they not frankly accept the 
situation, and regard themselves—with a certain 
pride—as a class apart? They have no substantial 
grievance now, no inequality before the law. Theyare 
not capitis diminuti as the Roman players were. The 
only difference between them and other men is that 
they sacrifice their Ego, their features, complexions, 
their whole personality, in the cause of art, so that we 
may regard the marks their profession sets indelibly 
upon them as the stigmata of a sort of martyrdom. 
Yet instead of recognising this difference, and glory- 
ing in it, they are perpetually trying to hide it, try- 
ing to make out that they are just as other men. 
So we hear them, as more speakers than one were 
heard at this charity dinner, congratulating them- 
selves on their rise in “ social position,” and we have 
Mr. Hare complaining that any distinction should be 
made between them and men “who distinguish 
themselves in other branches of art.” This means, I 
suppose, that they want to hide their motley under 
a court suit and the silly ribbon of some silly order ; 
for of material rewards they reap nowadays far 
more than their brethren of the other arts. It 
means that they are becoming emburgessed, as the 
French say—desirous of merging themselves in the 
ruck of mere commonplace citizens, of being enrolled 
in the mandarinate. So, in Paris their comrades 
have been clamouring for the Legion of Honour: 
Maubant and Febvre and others now sport the red 
ribbon, and Coquelin will not be happy till he gets 
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it. Let them have these gewgaws, by all means. 
Let Mr. Irving and Mr. Hare and half a dozen 
others be made K.C.B.’s, if they will. But let them 
not think that they can thus obliterate the funda- 
mental distinction between actors and other men; a 
distinction of which the prejudice against them is a 
more or less unconscious—and, if they will only look 
at it philosophically, not unflattering—recognition. 

One consolation, at any rate, they may enjoy. 
The prejudice against them ought logically to in- 
clude, and as a matter of historical fact has until 
quite recently included, the practitioners of all the 
imitative arts. These areall “speaking in the person 
of others”—on paper, on canvas. It was not, of 
course, against the actor that the Platonic attack on 
Mimesis (here Mr. Hare must again refer to his ‘Re- 
public,” Book III.) was primarily directed—though 
it touches him most nearly—but against the poet, or, 
as we should now say, against all fiction. So that the 
dramatist, the novelist, the painter,are all tarred with 
the same brush as the player. Yet here again it is well 
to distinguish. Among artists the obvious differentia 
of the player is that he is his own materials, his 
own paint and canvas, his own ink and paper. The 
constant simulation of emotion would seem—if the 
results in the somewhat analogous case of fictitious 
feeling under hypnotic influence are to be trusted— 
gradually to impair the faculty for genuine feeling. 
The character of hypnotic patients who exhibit 
emotions under external suggestions, is in the end, 
it is said, sensibly impaired. Does not the actor 
incur this danger? Do we not find a true and 
uncomfortably suggestive type of histrion in 
Daudet’s Delobelle, who, even when following 
his daughter’s body to the grave, could not forget 
the gallery, and posed with his pocket-handker- 
chief, though the tears he shed in it were sincere 
enough? I refrain from pursuing this dangerous 
line of inquiry, lest I should once more disturb the 
equanimity of “cheerful pessimists” like Mr. Comyns 
Carr. I see, from the reports of the charity banquet 
to which I have referred, that some speculations of 
mine as to the future development of the “ morbid” 
drama were declared by Mr. Carr to have given him 
a “shock.” It gives me, I confess, another to see 
Mr. Comyns Carr posturing as the typical English- 
man, or rather Englishwoman, of M. Guy de Mau- 
passant, whose characteristic ejaculation, that lively 
Gaul assures us, is “ Oh, shocking!” 

This week brings to a close the brief season of 
French plays at the Royalty. Of recent novelties 
two only have been noteworthy—the appearance of 
Coquelin pére in Got’s part of Rabbi David in L’ Ami 
Fritz, and of Coquelin fils in his father’s part of 
Scapin in Les Fourberies. It is pleasant to find that 
“ainé” can take the place of M. Got without detri- 
ment to the (mainly gastronomic) charm of Erck- 
mann-Chatrian’s Alsatian idyll; still more pleasant 
to find that Jean Coquelin can imitate his father 
to perfection in one of his father’s very finest im- 
personations. The great Moliére tradition at the 
Frangais, it is clear, is still safe— 


Uno Coquelino avulso non deficit alter 


—though, happily, no member of this family of 
brilliant comedians is as yet snatched away. One is 
glad to find good actors stoically abiding by their 
calling, in despite of their groans over the prejudice 
against it. Already we have a second generation of 
Coquelins, Terrys, Hares, upon the stage, and are 
soon to have, it seems, a second generation of Irvings. 
After all, this is the best practical refutation of old 
Plato and his “ Republic,” Book III. A. B. W. 


MONEY IN ART. 


AST week I ascribed the election of certain 
R.A.’s to the influence of City money. This 
week I propose to continue the subject in a slightly 
varied form. The election of Mr. Frank Dicksee 


leaves me no choice; it is the one theme of conver- 
sation in artistic circles, and I have noticed with 
some interest that attempts have been made in the 
papers to attribute the choice of the Academicians to 
Mr. Dicksee’s good-looks and his great amiability. 
The Academy is a sort of club, and we cannot expect 
the Acacemicians to be guided merely by artistic 
abilities; and were I certain that the Academicians 
elected Mr. Dicksee because they preferred his society 
to Mr. Henry Moore’s, I should not have thought the 
subject worthy the trouble of an article. But I 
have noticed that artistic opinion counts for nothing 
in these elections, that the man elected is he who has 
the biggest City following. In the last fifteen years 
each election of an Academician has been preceded 
by announcements of the heavy prices that were 
being paid for the work of the new member. It wili 
suffice for my purpose to point to the case of 
Mr. Long, whose place Mr. Dicksee has been elected 
to fill. Like Mr. Dicksee’s, Mr. Long’s work was 
disliked as much by artists as it was liked by City 
men, and it was not until it became notorious that 
his work fetched heavy prices that he was elected 
an Academician. Can anyone tell us if his election 
was excused on the same grounds as Mr. Dicksee’s ? 
Was he as good-looking and as amiable as Mr. 
Dicksee? And are Mr. Leader, Mr. Fildes, and Mr. 
Goodall better-looking and more amiable than Mr. 
Henry Moore and Mr. Gilbert? And is Mr. Albert 
Moore so very plain and so very disagreeable 
a companion that he cannot be made even an 
Associate ? 

The charge usually brought against the Academy 
is that bad pictures are hung and good pictures 
rejected. I have never been able to _ interest 
myself in this grievance: first, because I do not 
believe it to be true ; secondly, because I fail to see 
what harm could come, except to the Academy, even 
if it were true. We hear of unknown genius, but who 
has met one? Is it not certain that in the midst 
of the extraordinary publicity of the present day 
it would require an almost inconceivable bushel 
of circumstances to hide literary talent even for a 
short time? 

Pictorial talent, being less understood, might be 
hidden more easily, but rejection of the work of the 
new genius by the Hanging Committee would expedite 
rather than retard his discovery. Were the painter 
a man of genius, or even a painter of considerable 
talent, he would find any number of West End 
dealers glad to exhibit his picture. But someone 
suggests that he might be a very shy man who did 
not dare to go to the dealers; that he mightn’t 
have a decent suit of clothes to go in; that he 
might be entirely alone and quite friendless. 
To these suppositions I only answer that, as I know 
and uriderstand modern London life, it seems to me 
almost inconceivable that a fully developed talent 
should remain unknown for any considerable period. 
If we have progressed in nothing else, we are 
certainly more keenly alive than our forefathers to 
genius; civilisation having first made it almost 
impossible that a man of genius should exist, 
becomes more active than ever in its search for 
genius; the ways are wide open for all to make 
their genius known, only there is no genius to 
make known. Nature’s irony is of a superior sort, 
and when one has learnt to appreciate it 
the spectacle of life becomes an agreeable enter- 
tainment. 

Neither publishers nor Academicians can sup- 
press genius, nor can either do anything to stimulate 
genius. Individual will is more than a passing ges- 
ture of the universal will that preceded and shall 
survive us; and of all Nature’s laws none is more 
inscrutablethan the law which governs theappearance 
and disappearance of genius. In the seventeenth 
century, in a little swamp called Holland—more than 
ever a swamp then, for the sea had to be called in to 
drive out the invaders—there sprang into existence, 
immediately peace was proclaimed, such a galaxy of 
genius as has never been seen in so short a time and 
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so small a space. Van Goyen was born in 1596; 
Wynants in 1600; Cuyp, in 1605. 1608 gave us Ter- 
burg, Brouwer, Rembrandt, and Adrian Van Ostade ; 
Both and Ferdinand Bol were born in 1610; Van der 
Helst and Gerard Dow in 1613; Metzu in 1615; Aart 
Van der Neer in 1613; Wouvermans in 1620; Weenix, 
Everdingen, and Pynacker, in 1621; Berghem in 
1624; Paul Potter in 1625; Jan Steen in 1626; 
1630 is for ever memorable as being the birth- 
year of the greatest of landscape painters, Jacob 
Ruysdael. 

But the sap is not yet exhausted. The birth of 
Pierre de Hoogh is uncertain, but it can be placed 
between 1630 and 1635. Hobbema was a contem- 
porary of Ruysdael; Van der Heyden was born in 
1637, and, last of all, Adrian Van de Velde, the last 
of the great ones, was born in °39. In the short 
space of thirty years, after a series of exhausting 
wars, in a little country smaller than Ireland, 
in the midst of poverty, without schools of art, 
without money, there arose these great men, 
inspired by the same estheticism, inventing nothing, 
content to paint the portrait of their country; and 
how well they did that! 

Now let us look at ourselves. Forty mil- 
lions living in the midst of profound peace, 
in the midst of an unrivalled prosperity, gorged 
with money, rejoicing in all educational advantages. 
And the result of our money, our education, and 
our leisure, is the art of Mr. Fildes, of Mr. Leader, 
of Mr. Dicksee, of Mr. Herkomer, of Mr. Water- 
house. Never, since the world began, did any 
country paint so badly as England is painting to- 
day. Place the best modern landscape next to a 
Ruysdael, and at once you will see feebleness, 
divagations, the absence of drawing where there 
should be drawing, an excess of cleverness where 
simplicity is required. Take almost the worst 
of the Dutchmen, Isaac Ostade, with his red 
grounds and his empty skies, and place a _ pic- 
ture by him beside one by Sir John Millais. 
The Millais is hard, wiry, thin; it is all on the 
surface; there is no depth in the atmosphere, 
no balance, no repose; it is precious, pretty, but 
neither very ripe nor strong. And yet Sir John 
is as much superior to Mr. Dicksee as a second- 
rate Dutchman is superior to Sir John Millais. 
All this is very sad, but it is true. So far 
as art is concerned, our civilisation has proved 
a complete failure. Nor are matters improving. 
Prices go up, but the painting gets worse and 
worse; and in fifty years’ time very little of 
the modern work will be worth the canvas it is 
painted on. 

Our civilisation is—and is becoming more and 
more—a civilisation of money, and every year money 
presses more and more heavily upon art. We read 
the books that make the most money; and to insure 
himself against unfavourable criticism a theatrical 
manager has only to set a rumour afloat that he has 
laid out a very large sum of money upon the new 
piece. If he convinces the critics that he has spent 
the money, their words will become soft as honey ; 
and, however stupid the play, hardly any criticism 
will transpire. So in electing Mr. Dicksee because 
the city folk like his pictures, the Academicians 
only obeyed the dominant force of the century. 
One of these days, perhaps a century hence, all this 
may be different, and England may again possess a 
school of art worthy of the name. How this will 
come about I have no faintest idea, nor have I any 
suggestion to throw out with a view to bettering art 
training as practised at South Kensington. Things 
change themselves, we know not why or how, but 
surely we may alter nothing; some few may under- 
stand: and remembering the conditions under which 
the astonishing Dutch school flourished, and con- 
trasting those conditions with the present con- 
ditions of artists, it becomes nearly certain that 
it is not money that calls pictorial talent into 
existence. 

G. M. 


THE WEEK. 


IT has been stated that the consecration of the new 
BISHOP OF LICHFIELD has been fixed for Bartholomew's 
Day, August 24th, the anniversary of the expulsion 
of two thousand ministers from the Church of Eng- 
land by the Act of Uniformity. If such an intention 
is really entertained, we should hope that the mere 
mention of it will ensure the revocation of a step so 
inauspicious, so insulting to Nonconformists, and 
consequently so inexpedient in the interest of the 
Church of England. 


AN ill-natured and spiteful book according to his 
enemies, severe but just according to his friends, 
M. ALBERT CrM’s “ Bas-Bleus ” (SAVINE) is the work 
of an angry man exasperated by the “female 
authors” of France, and their “conquest of the 
republic of letters.” It is an unlovely picture of 
literary life which M. Crim presents; and while one 
is willing to admit its sincerity, it is quite clear 
that passion has warped the writer’s judgment. The 
book is, nevertheless, one to be read. It has been 
described as belonging to the order of “ projectile 
publications,” which go smash through the windows 
of the literary world, taking it by storm in a double 
sense. 


THE antidote to M. Cim’s sombre study may 
perhaps be found in M. F. GIRANDEAU’s “ Les Vices 
du jour et les Vertus d’autrefois” (PERRIN). The 
author has little difficulty—too little difficulty one is 
tempted to think—in showing that the imputed 
coarseness of the democratic France of our times is 
delicacy and refinement compared with the so-called 
taste and polish of monarchic France. A happy 
illustration, dealing with externals, but “significant 
of much” is given by M. GIRANDEAU. In 1760 he 
tells us it was quite an adventure to take a bath, and 
public baths had such a precarious existence for lack 
of adequate support that the Government seriously 
considered the advisability of subsidising them. 


Some of M. GIRANDEAU’S critics are not to be 
beguiled by the cheerful picture he draws of modern 
French society. They ask, “Is this age of ours not 
after all merely the age of universal mediocrity ? 
Have we not simply discovered and realised an 
ignoble compromise between vice and virtue. If in 
the good old times people did go to extremes, they 
excelled in nobility as well asin baseness. They may 
have carried frankness to brutality, but they were 
not hypocrites like us.” Having quoted RocHEFOU- 
CAULD’s apophthegm, “‘ We all endeavour to live up 
to the opinion others have of us,” M. GIRANDEAU 
says, “to ascribe good intentions to men is , the 
surest way to cause them to be actuated by them. 
In persuading our generation that it is being dragged 
along by a sort of fatal law towards absolute de- 
cadence, we help it to do so; in proving to it, on the 
other hand, that it is on the highway of progress, it 
receives courage and inclination to advance with 
greater strides.” A good reading of the old adage, 
“Prophecies tend to fulfil themselves,” exactly 
parallel to more than one protest which has ap- 
peared in THE SPEAKER against the croakers of that 
false phrase “ fin de siécle.” 


Two books published last week by MM. ARMAND 
CoLIN ET Cre. should find many English readers. One 
of these is a volume of selections from ROUSSEAU, 
edited and annotated by M. S. RocHEBLAVE. It 
requires abundant leisure or a special purpose to 
get through the whole of Rousseau; even French 
people are not supposed in these busy times to 
have read all his works, so that nobody need be 
ashamed to know him through a volume of selec- 
tions. The pieces in the recently published “Lectures 
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which they treat, under the heads of Biography, 
Literature and Music, Society and Manners, Educa- 
tion and Instruction, Morality and Religion, Politics 
and Controversy, and Detached Thoughts. The 
selection, which represents all RouSSEAU’S works, has 
been made in such a manner that the book may be 
placed “ entre les mains de la jeunesse.” 


The other book likely to appeal to English readers 
is M. GusTAVE MERLET’s “ Extraits des Poetes ly- 
riques du XIX*. Siécle.’” The selection seems to 
have been made with good judgment, and is not 
by any means confined to the celebrated names. 
As there are specimens of the youngest and least 
known poets, the book may be regarded as a bird’s- 
eye view of the French lyric poetry of the present 
generation. 


THE twenty thousand franc prize has been 
awarded by the Académie to the widow of FUSTEL 
DE COULANGES, the historian, whose posthumous 


work, “L’Invasion Germanique et la Fin de 
lEmpire,”’ edited and completed by CAMILLE 
JULLIAN, was published last week by MM. HACHETTE 
ET CIE. 


WHEN Sir RICHARD BURTON was only forty-five, 
the then Lorp STANLEY said of him at some 
“prandial function” that he hadachieved more study, 
more authorship, and more enterprise and adventure, 
than would suffice to fill up the lives of half-a-dozen 
ordinary men. The many years he lived after that 
were equally full of achievement in authorship, at 
least; and yet the amount of work published in his 
life-time does not by any means exhaust the pro- 
ducts of his literary labour. The unfinished prose 
pieces and the poetry which Sir RicHARD left behind 
him will in all likelihood appear in magazines before 
being published in book form. His “ Pentamerone” 
is ready for the press, and will be followed by the 
second part of his work on The Sword, a book on the 
gipsies, and some records of travel. But what LApy 
BurToN calls her husband’s magnum opus, “The 
Scented Garden,” has gone to the flames. 


Messrs. MACMILLAN & Co. will publish shortly an 
English translation of “ Aristotle on the Constitution 
of Athens,” by Mr. E. Posts, the editor of Gatrus. 


THE following additions are to be made to three 
popular biographical series: “ Lord Clive,” by Pro- 
FESSOR SEELEY, to SiR W. W. HuNTER’s “ Rulers of 
India”; “Bishop Wilberforce,’ by Mr. G. W. DANIELL, 
and “ Keble,” by Mr. W. Lock, to “ English Leaders 
of Religion”; and “Theodoric the Goth,” by Mr. 
THOMAS HopGKIN, to Messrs. PutTNAM’s “ Heroes of 
the Nations.” 


A TIMELY publication will be Mr. Haroip 
FREDERIC’s “ Life of the German Emperor,” which 
Mr. FISHER UNWIN is ready to issue as soon as the 
Emperor arrives in England. 


THE twenty-seventh volume of the “ Dictionary 
of National Biography ” (SmMirH, ELDER), begins with 
Rear-Admiral Sir JoHN HINDMARSH, and concludes 
with Ropert HOVENDEN, who was warden of All 
Souls’ College, Oxford, in the sixteenth and seven- 
teenth centuries. We are glad to learn that Mr. 
LESLIE STEPHEN’S health is so much improved that 
he will be able to continue his valuable contributions 


London, they should buy Bryant & May’s Matches, and refuse the foreign matches 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in weekly wages. 


Choisies” are grouped according to the subjects of |, 


Dr. JAMES MARTINEAU’S selected and. revised 
edition of his “ Essays, Reviews, and Addresses” 
(LONGMANS) is closed with the third volume. It 
contains two divisions, “Theological” and “ Philo- 
sophical”; and the discussions which he has col- 
lected under these heads, DR. MARTINEAU regards 
as the tentatives which gradually prepared the way 
for the more systematic expositions of his “ Types of 
Ethical Theory,” his “Studies of Religion,” and in 
some measure of his “Seat of Authority in Re- 
ligion.” 


THE third volume of the “Cambridge Shake- 
speare” (MACMILLAN) contains The Taming of the 
Shrew, All's Well that Ends Well, Twelfth Night, 
and The Winter's Tale. They are printed in the 
order of enumeration, the order,which they ap- 
peared, for the first time, in the’folio of 1623. 


MEssrs. GRIFFITH, FARRAN & Co. have published 
this week the third volume of “The Memoirs of the 
Prince de Talleyrand,” translated by Mrs. ANGus 
GRAY. It contains a very fine reproduction of 
GERARD’s well-known portrait of TALLEYRAND. 


Two more important volumes have just been sent 
out from the Stationery Office. One is “ Charters 
and Documents of the Cathedral City and Diocese of 
Salisbury,” selected from the capitular and diocesan 
registers of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries by 
the late Rev. W. R. JoNES; the other is the second 
part of the twelfth volume of the “Letters and 
Papers, Foreign and Domestic, of the Reign of 
Henry VIII.,’ arranged and catalogued by Mr. 
JAMES GAIRDNER. 


A VETERAN writer, MR. FRASER RAE, who has 
done good service with his pen in many parts of 
the world, has compiled the volume in which the 
triumphs of THomAs Cook & Son, the great tourist 
agents, are recounted for the benefit of the world at 
large. It was THE SPEAKER which first commented 
upon the interesting character of the jubilee which is 
commemorated by MR. FRASER RAE’s volume. Mr. 
RAE has done his work well, and has given his 
readers not merely a great deal of interesting and 
surprising information concerning the extraordinary 
development of Megssrs. Cook’s business, but a 
valuable historical account of the progress of travel 
during the last half-century. 


THE week’s publications are more numerous than 
usual. We can only mention the following new 
works :—“ The Story of the Imitatio Christi” 
(Stock), the fourteenth volume of “The Book- 
Lover's Library,’ by LEoNARD A. WHEATLEY; 
“The History of Human Marriage” (MACMILLAN), 
by EDWARD WESTERMARCK, a book we announced as 
important some time ago; “ From Caxton to Cover- 
dale” (CASSELL), the seventh volume of Mr. HENRY 
Mor.LEyY’s “English Writers;” “The Little Manx 
Nation” (HEINEMANN), lectures by HALL CAINE; and 
“The Rural Economy and Agriculture of Australia 
and New Zealand” (Sampson Low), by PROFESSOR 
ROBERT WALLACE. 


THe British Weekly publishes an interesting 
literary supplement this week dealing exclusively 
with the life of Mr. J. M. BARRIB, the author of 
“ A Window in Thrums.” Toreaders of THE SPEAKER 
Mr. BARRIE’S writings are so familiar that there 
is no need to speak of them. He is one of the 
younger men who have made a mark in our litera- 
ture, and there is happily every reason to believe that 
he will yet do brilliant service with his pen. His 
novel “ The Little Minister,” at present appearing in 
Good Words, will be published by Messrs. CASSELL 
& Co. in the autumn. 
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A BATCH of bons-mots from the magazines :—“* We 
eannot go on keeping open house for the paupers of 
all the world.” “The scientific man is inoculated 
with the arithmetical virus; he lets a watch and a 
calendar blind him to the fact that every moment of 
his life is a miracle and a mystery.” ‘“ Much of BAL- 
zAC’S work is glorified Family Herald.” “By the 
depth and strength of the maternal instinct is the 
race preserved, and by this alone; and the absolute 
authority of the mother is the child’s safest shield.” 
“Thad the misfortune to be born with a loathing for 
the hypocrisy into which subsidies have turned 
religion, and a love of my country which moves me 
to talk foolishly when I see our national honour pro- 
stituted for the profit of polyglot financiers and 
market-hunters.” ‘ What can be made of the British 
matron in romance? She is the best, the very best 
of mothers, but she does not lend herself to intrigue, 
nor does she shine in dialogue.” “ What fools think, 
others don’t.” 


ATTENTION is directed this month in the columns 
of the Nineteenth Century, by Sir JAMES F. STEPHEN, 
to the subject of “ Gambling and the Law,” as raising 
questions “in which the opinion of the world at large 
appears to be even worse informed than it usually 
is.” Some excuse for the world may, however, be 
found in the fact that the law on this subject is 
by no means easy to comprehend. The Statutes 
relating to games of chance, which begin with 
the year 1541, and extend over some thirty 
large pages, would certainly seem to be sadly in 
need of codification and “amendment.” A well- 
known Act passed in 1845 rendered all contracts 
by way of gaming and wagering “null and void.” 
In 1884, however, the majority of the Court of 
Appeal gave a decision the practical effect of which 
was that a man was bound to satisfy a bet made 
through a turf commission agent, and thus, in SIR 
JAMES F. STEPHEN’S words, “a legal footing was 
given to bets made in the commonest of all ways,” 
and an ample loophole left for the wholesale evasion 
of the law. The difficulties of the subject are un- 
questionably great, but there can be no doubt that the 
law is at present in a most unsatisfactory condition. 


AmonG American authors of distinction who are 
at present in Europe, MR. CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER 
can now be included. Mr. WARNER is paying a 
visit to England, and a few days ago was elected an 
honorary member of the Reform Club—a distinction 
always appreciated by Americans. 


ENGLISH CRITICS OF AUSTRALIAN 
STATESMEN. 
MELBOURNE, May 24th, 1891. 

USTRALIA has had more than its fair share of 
appreciation and good treatment at the hands 

of the Mother Country; and we have no need to 
wonder, and no occasion to be querulous, if now and 
again rough things that we have not altogether 
deserved are said of us. It is the fortune of war; 
and now that we have been attacked, it is satisfactory 
to be able to feel that the attacks have been very 
weak and not very honest. As an Australian by 
adoption, I can only hope that my country may never 
deserve or find more formidable critics than Mr. 
Fortescue in the Nineteenth Century, and Mr. Fair- 
field, whom he quotes as an authority! It is curious 
to find a first-class English review inserting a state- 
ment that the Victorian refusal to admit Chinamen 
“ was, of course, absolutely illegal,’ when the Privy 
Council only a fortnight before had declared it to be 
absolutely legal. The statement that the Report of 
the Railway Commissionersas to the excessof earnings 
over expenditure “is not, and never has been, true,” 
can only be classed as a most unwarrantable attack 
upon honourable men. It is just as certain that we 
had a small but legitimate surplus in a good year, 


and before a number of new lines were opened, as 
that this surplus was transformed into a deficiency 
when trade fell off, and when the new extensions 
opened up country which has not been thoroughly 
developed. In face of the constant scrutiny of 
accounts that a jealous Opposition exercises in Parlia- 
ment, it is impossible that any gross falsification, or 
even any bad mistake in book-keeping, could go un- 
detected. The sensational story of two Victorian 
Ministers who have given it as their private opinion 
that all the money advanced for irrigation will be 
repudiated is tolerably certain to be sifted in Parlia- 
ment. What they actually said, if they said any- 
thing, probably was that the districts charged 
with heavy loans for irrigation will try to trans- 
fer the burden from themselves to the general 
revenue, on the principle that railways are 
always paid for by the general taxpayer. Now, 
the symptoms at present are that Parliament is 
inclined to introduce the “ betterment” principle, 
and to levy a rate on the districts in which new lines 
are constructed until they pay their way. Be this 
as it may, however, so long as the State acknow- 
ledges its liability for principal and interest, and 
pays what it owes to the day, it may surely be left 
to adjust the incidence of taxation in the manner 
that seems most convenient and equitable to itself. 
Since the Colonies became self-governing they have 
never sought to “repudiate” a liability, and no 
public man, however reckless, no newspaper, how- 
ever unprincipled, has ever to my knowledge sug- 
gested that repudiation was a remedy for financial 
distress to be contemplated under any emergency. 
We have some right to be indignant at a charge that 
is absolutely baseless, and that is levelled alike at 
our honesty and our common sense. 

The main charges Mr. Fortescue brings against 
us are that we exclude Chinamen, without whose 
labour he thinks the north cannot be developed, and 
that we are drawing the population into our large 
towns by spending the money borrowed in England 
in such a way as to give the townsman high wages 
and short hours of work. Now, the first of these 
charges, no doubt, opens up a very grave and 
difficult political question. Personally, I do not 
think that the Englishman or Australian of the first 
generation can develop our northern territory 
adequately. Strong and temperate men, who take 
reasonable precautions, can, I believe, live and work 
in many parts, almost as well as in the South; but 
men who have the seeds of disease in them, men who 
drink, and men who expose themselves recklessly, 
either die out rapidly or age prematurely. Beyond 
this, there are some kinds of labour, such as weeding 
among sugar-canes, which are so repulsive that no 
white man will, as a rule, undertake them even for 
a high wage. The system of employing South Sea 
Islanders has been abandoned, because it was too 
bad to be continued, and because the populations 
drawn upon were dying out under it.’ The labourers 
recruited under this system were procured by fraud 
or force, were practically slaves during the term of 
their so-called engagements, and if they ever re- 
turned to their own islands, carried with them all . 
the vices that are learned by contact with the 
lowest Europeans. Gordon and Des Voeux in Fiji, 
Musgrave and Griffiths in Queensland, deserve the 
credit of having checked the abuses of this execrable 
traffic. Now that Kanakas are scarce, and the few who 
come are protected, the employers of North Queens- 
land would like to substitute Hindoo or Chinese 
labour ; but preferably Chinese, because the Indian 
Government looks paternally after its emigrant 
coolies. Now our objection to the Chinaman is a 
very simple one. We see that the presence of a 
large negro population in the United States, where 
the blacks are still only as one in seven, is a cause 
of trouble and anxiety, and appears to the best 
observers fraught with danger. We see that the 


Russian Government is alarmed by the number of 
the Jews in Russia, though they are only as five per 
cent. of the population. We know that the increase 
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of asingle year inChina couldswampour white popula- 
tion ; we see that the Straits Settlements—Singapore 
and Perak—are already passing into the hands of 
Chinamen; and we remember that only thirty-five 
years ago the Chinese were as one in six of the adult 
male population of Victoria. The experience of 
Natal shows us that an Englishman will not asso- 
ciate for manual work with men whom he regards 
as morally and socially his inferiors. He begins by 
considering manual work dishonourable; he ends 
by becoming “a mean white,” if he cannot be an 
employer, or by leaving the country. We are 
English enough to be determined to keep this con- 
tinent for men who can assimilate with English- 
men; we think democratic institutions cannot be 
worked safely by Asiatics; we think the colonist 
of European descent offers better guarantees of 
solvency to the British creditor, and better pro- 
mise of loyalty to the British Crown. Thousands of 
us who are not Unionists are willing to make some 
sacrifices, that our labouring class may be adequately 
paid, and not inordinately worked. As for the 
development of North Australia, we hope our race 
may be gradually acclimatised to live there; or, if 
this is impossible in all parts, that some South Euro- 
pean people, with kindred notions of decency and a 
common political ideal, may be found to take our 
place. Meanwhile, we prefer that the territory 
should remain sparsely peopled and imperfectly 
developed, though financially, as we well know, we 
are losers by this state of things. Mr. Fortescue’s 
belief that we ought to sacrifice rational existence 
to the almighty dollar, seems to us, if he will pardon 
me for saying so, the creed of a degenerate English- 
man. 

It is undoubtedly true that Melbourne—to take 
the crucial example—appears to have developed out 
of all proportion to the general population, and 
pretty nearly absorbs our annual growth in Victoria. 
It is also true that country Members sometimes 
declare, though they have never been able to prove, 
that Melbourne gets more than its fair share of the 
public expenditure. What these gentlemen, how- 
ever, mean is—that too much is spent upon Parliament 
House and the Public Library, that school-buildings 
in the city are too elaborate, and that the County 
Court judges are not obliged to live in the districts 
where their courts are held. These causes of -expen- 
diture are, I need hardly say, very trifling, and 
probably would not account for five hundred resi- 
dents altogether. The great mass of the money bor- 
rowed in England during the last ten years has no- 
toriously been spent upon country railways, or upon 
irrigating country districts; and the distinct purpose 
of the democracy for years together was undoubtedly 
to throw the lands open, to settle the people upon the 
land, and even to burst up big private estates by legis- 
lation that a yeomanry might be created. We may 
fairly, I think, be reproached with having sold our lands 
below their market value in order to attract farmers, 
and with having carried railways into unprofitable dis- 
tricts in order to make farming pay; but of any 
attempt to build up great cities we are supremely 
innocent. Melbourne has grown of itself, and I can 
only pretend to indicate some of the reasons. One 
is, that as alluvial mining, which private adventurers 
can work at, has been largely superseded by quartz- 
mining, which only companies can attempt, and for 
which machinery is largely used, the number of 
miners has decreased, absolutely and relatively. 
They were more than 70,000 in 1866; they are less 
than 35,000 in 1891, when our population has nearly 
doubled. Most of the miners have, I believe, turned 
farmers here or in New South Wales, but a fair 
number have drifted into the towns; some of the 
children very often coming to Melbourne for employ- 
ment, that the hungry mouths at home might be 
reduced. The growth of railways has done as much 
as the transformation and decay of mining to in- 
crease Melbourne. Country people like to get their 
supplies from the metropolis; and the shops and 
professional men of Melbourne are certain to gain 


whenever a new district is tapped by the railway. 
Again, I have known a whole town reduced to 
insignificance when, instead of being a place of 
rendezvous for hundreds of bullock-drays, it became 
only a railway station. Thirdly, there has been a 
great development of manufacturing industry among 
us, which has partly been due to the Protective 
tariff, but was mainly inevitable. It stands to 
reason that we can make many things cheaper and 
better than they can be made for us, and that as 
capital accumulates it endeavours to discover profit- 
able industries. Then, again, there is the attraction 
of mere immensity and of a great future about 
Melbourne. Thousands flock to it at the cost of 
many privations and eventual loss, for its amuse- 
ments and many-sided life, for its chances of specula- 
tive gain, and for the comparative ease of work 
under shelter. 

To all these reasons, which draw the restless 
and energetic to the great city, I may add that 
lately a very large expenditure has been incurred 
there, though not by the State. The Harbour 
Trust has been improving the port; a private 
company has laid down admirable trams in our 
principal streets; and old houses are being rebuilt 
every day in order to give better accommodation 
in the business parts of the city. We are now 
going to improve our drainage at an expense of 
several millions. After all, our urban population is 
not as large in proportion to the rural, as that of 
Great Britain is; and if it be said that, as a young 
people, we ought to spread over our fine country 
instead of congregating in towns, I can only say that 
it is inconsistent to reproach us with this, when our 
critics denounce us almost in the same breath for 
constructing unprofitable railways. Nothing has 
made farming pay in America but the facilities of 
railway and river transport, and we who have not a 
Mississippi or a St. Lawrence, not even a Hudson or 
a Potomac, must be pardoned if we are sometimes a 
little hasty and over-sanguine in our railway policy. 
To extend railways and irrigation is the only possible 
means of keeping a rural population. 


THE TWO MONUMENTS. 


Y DEAR YOUNG LADY,— 

Our postman, here, does not deliver parcels 
until the afternoon—which nobody grumbles at, 
because of his infirmity and his long and useful career. 
The manuscript, therefore, of your novel, “ Sunshine 
and Shadow,” has not yet reached me. But your 
letter—in which you beg me to send an opinion upon 
the work, with some advice upon your chances of 
success in literature,—I found on my breakfast-table, 
as well as the photograph which you desire, perhaps 
wisely, to face the title-page. I trust you will forgive 
the slight stain in the lower corner (left-hand) of the 
portrait, which I return: for it is the strawberry- 
season here, and in course of my reflections I had the 
misfortune to let the cardboard slip between my 
fingers and fall across the edge of the plate. 

I have taken the resolution to send my advice 
before it can be shaken by a perusal of “ Sunshine 
and Shadow.” But it is difficult, nevertheless. I 
might say bluntly that, unless the camera lies, your 
face is not one to stake against Fame over a game of 
chance. You remember John Lyly’s “Cupid and my 
Campaspe”?—and how Cupid losing, 

“down he throws 


The coral of his lip, the rose 
Growing on’s cheek (but none knows how); . . .” 


—and so on, with the rest of his charms, one by one. 
I might assure you that when maidens play against 
Fame they risk all these treasures, and more, with- 
out hope of leniency from their opponent, who (you 
will note) is the same sex. But you will assure me, 
by return of post, that this is no business of mine, 
and that I exhibit the usual impertinence of man 
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when asked to consider woman’s serious aspiration : 
that you are ready to stake all this, &c. &. Very 
well, then: listen, if you have patience, to a little 
story that I came upon, a week since, about a man 
who spent his days at this game of hazard. It was 
called The Tomb-stone of Mr. Thompson. 

When the Headmaster of the Grammar-School 
came to add up the marks for the term’s work and 
examination—which he always did without a mis- 
take,—it was discovered that in the Upper Fourth (the 
top form) Thompson had beaten Jenkins major by 
sixteen. So Thompson received a copy of the 
“Memoirs of Eminent Etonians,”’ bound in tree-calf, 
and took it home under his arm, wondering what 
“Etonians were, but too proud to ask. And Jenkins 
major received nothing; and being too weak to punch 
Thompson's head—as he desired—waylaid him oppo- 
site the cemetery gate on his way home, and said— 

“ Parvenu !” 

—which was doubly insulting; for, in the first 
place, French was Thompson's weakest subject, and 
secondly, his father was a haberdasher in a small 
way, who spoke with awe of the Jenkinses as a 
family that had practised law in the town for six 
generations. Thompson himself was aware of the 
glamour such a lineage conferred. It was wholly 
due to his ignorance of French that he retorted— 

You’re another!” 

Young Jenkins explained the term, with a wave 
of his hand towards the cemetery gate. 

“You'll find my family in there, and inside a rail 
of their own. And you needn’t think I wanted that 
prize. J’ve got a grandfather.” 

So, no doubt, had Thompson; but, to find him, he 
must have consulted the parish books and searched 
among the graves at the northern end of the burial- 
ground for one decorated with a tin label and the 
number 2054. He gazed in at the sacred acre of 
the Jenkinses and the monuments emblazoned with 
“J.P.,” “ Recorder of this Borough,” “Clerk of the 
Peace for the County of——,” and other proud 
appendices in gilt lettering. And, in the heat of 
his heart, he turned upon Jenkins major. 

“You just wait till we die, and see which of us 
two has the finer tombstone!” 

Thereupon he stalked home and read the “ Memoirs 
of Eminent Etonians,” and learnt from their perusal 
that it was indeed possible to earn a finer tombstone 
than any Jenkins possessed. At the end of the 
Christmas term, too, he acquired a copy of Dr. 
Smiles’s famous work on “Self-Help,” and _ this 
really set his feet in the path to his desire. 

He determined, after weighing the matter care- 
fully, to be a poet: for it seemed to him that of all 
the noble professions this was the only one the 
initial expense of which could be covered by his 
patrimony. The paper, ink and pens came cheaply 
enough; though the waste was excessive; and for 
his outfit of high thoughts and emotions he pawned 
not merely the possessions that you, my dear young 
lady, are so willing to cast on the table—charms of 
face and graces of person,—for, as a man, he valued 
these lightly ; but the strength in his arms, the taste 
of meat and wine, the cunning of horsemanship, of 
boat-sailing, of mountain climbing, the breathless 
joy of the diver, the languid joy of the dancer, the 
feel of the canoe-paddle shaken in the rapid, the 
delicious lassitude of sleep in wayside-inns, and 
lastly the ecstasy of love and fatherhood—all these 
he relinquished for a tombstone that should be 
handsomer than Jenkins’s. Jenkins, meanwhile, was 
articled to his father, and, having passed the neces- 
sary examinations with credit, became a solicitor and 
married into a county family. 

Thompson, I need hardly tell you, was by this 
time settled in London and naturally spent a good 
deal of his leisure time in Westminster Abbey. The 
monuments there greatly affected his imagination, 
and gave him quite new ambitions with regard to 
the tomb-stone that towered at the back of all his 
day-dreams. When first he trod the Embankment 
in thin boots with a few pence in his pocket, it 


had appeared to him in slate with a terrific in- 
scription in gilt letters—inscriptions in which 
“Benefactor of His Species,” “Take him for 
All in All We shall not look upon his Like 
Again ” took the place of the pettifogging “ Clerk of 
the Peace” or “J.P.” tagged on to the names of the 
Jenkinses. By degrees, however, he abated a little 
of the inscription and made up for it by trebling the 
costliness of the stone. 

From slate it grew to granite—to marble—to 
alabaster, with painted cherubs and a coat of arms. 
At one time he brooded, for a whole week, over 
a flamboyant design with bosses of lapis lazuli 
at the four corners; and only gave it up for a 
life-size, recumbent figure in alabaster with four 
gryphons supporting the sarcophagus. As_ the 
soles of his boots thickened with prosperity, so did 
his stone grow in solidity. Finally an epic of his 
— Adrastus”’—took the town by storm, and three 
editions were exhausted in a single week. When this 
happened he sat down with a gigantic sheet of 
cartridge paper before him and spent a whole year 
in setting out the elaborated design. By his will he 
left all his money to pay for the structure: for his 
father and mother were dead and he had neither 
wife nor child. 

When all was finished he rubbed his hands, 
packed up his bag and took a third-class ticket 
down to his native town, to have a contemptuous 
look at the Jenkins monuments and see how Jenkins 
major was getting on. 

Jenkins major was up in the cemetery, among his 
fathers. And on top of Jenkins rested a granite 
cross, sufficiently handsome, to be sure, for a solicitor 
—but nothing out of the way. “J.P.” was carved 
upon it; though, as Jenkins had an absurdly long 
Christian name (Marmaduke Augustus St. John), 
these letters were squeezed a bit in the right arm of 
the cross. Underneath was engraved— 

‘Erected by his disconsolate wife and children. 


A father kind, a husband dear, 
A faithful friend lies buried here.”’ 


Thompson, as a poet, turned up his nose at this 
distich. However, as his own tomb was designed, 
and the cost of it invested in the three per cents., 
he forgave Jenkins and went back to London con- 
tentedly. 

Having paid the cabby, he rushed up-stairs, three 
steps at a time, unlocked his safe, and drew out the 
great design. Certainly such a tomb as this would 
make Jenkins turn in his grave: and yet— 

He spread the plan on the table, and sat down 
before it. He considered it for an hour and was 
dissatisfied. 

“ Jenkins had a heap of flowers over him: but I 
daresay I could arrange for a supply. It’s that con- 
founded jingling verse— 

A father kind, a husband dear— 


That’s Jenkins’s taste, all over. Still—of course I 
could better the verses: but one can’t stick up a lie 
over one’s remains. I wish to God I had a disconsolate 
wife, or a child, or even a friend, if only to spite 
Jenkins.” 

And I believe, my dear young lady, that under- 
neath his tomb he is still wishing it. Q. 


LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


LAND-OWNERSHIP. 


S1r,—The Duke of Argyll never spoke with more of the 
assurance of a professor than when addressing the House of 
Lords on the Land Purchase (Ireland) Bill last week. But he 
showed less than a professional acquaintance with the subject he 
lectured on. 

Here is the passage which roused Lord Derby to enthusiasm, 
but elicited only a characteristic caution from Lord Salisbury. 
I quote from the Times of last Friday :— 


“There was a large body of opinion forming in this 
country that the relation between owner and occupier was 
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